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Is there a Marine who doesn’t hate dirt? Not one in twenty 
thousand and that goes for generals, majors, captains and 
everybody. The U. S. Marines are known to be one of the 
cleanest outfits in the World. 

P and G, the famous White Naptha Soap is the best selling 
laundry soap in all Marine Post Exchanges because it is the 
best socker of dirt in the corps. The secret of such wonderful 
socking ability lies in the ingredients of this excellent product. 
Have you been using it? 
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Pride in 
Your Gun 


The condition of his firearms is a 
matter of il with every . Marine. 
Members « this hard shooting Corps 
know only too well how to properly 
care for firearms. That is the reason 
why Stazon Products, including 
Chloroil have been used by the Ma- 
rine Corps National Match team for 
the last three years, and why these 
products are issued in bulk by the 
Quartermaster. 

Chloroil comes packaged in the Sta- 
zon Gun Kit with Stazon Gun Oil, 
Stazon Gun Grease and Stazon Rust- 
off, which should be carried by all 
Post Exchanges. If not, the Kit will 
be sent on receipt of $1.00. These 
items also come separately. 


Gun Cleaning Headquarters 


CONVERSION PRODUCTS CORP. 


370 Brown Street, Philadelphia 
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Why Investors the World Over 
Select SMITH BONDS 


‘Now owned by investors in 
48 states and 32 foreign lands 


ET owners of Smith Bonds tell you in their own words why they select these 
Rocasamud first mortgage investments. 

A man who has invested with us for 30 years says: “For more than thirty years 
I have been doing business with your company and my transactions have always 
been handled satisfactorily. I have never lost any money on my investments 
with you, which is a very 
| gratifying experience.” 

| An Oklahoma investor 
writes: “For a person re- 
ceiving a moderate income 
I have found your Invest- 
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A guaranteed den- 
tal cream, contain- 
ing iodine, that 
cleans the teeth 
thoroughly, and is 
absolutely — 
and free from 
Checks pyorr om 
and improves con- 
dition of the 
mouth. Pleasant 
tasting. Get the 
ZI-O--DINE habit. 
Ask for it at your 
Post Exchange. 


The Iodine Products Co, 
Laurel, Miss. 
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Foreign Countries 
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* Alaska Philippine modern, income-producing city property, 
Canal Zone Islands eld 7% TI . lc a2 r 
Hawaii Virgin Islands yield 7%. They are sold in 


denominations of $1,000, $500 
and $100, outright or under 
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THE F. H.SMITH Co. 


Founded 1873 
Smith Building, Washington, D.C. 582 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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COAST TO COAST 


Chesterfield’s fine tobaccos have won 
the unqualified endorsement of smokers 





in every section throughout the country 


Chesterfield 


Such popularity must be deserved 
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“BENNY THE MAD” 


An Adventure in an Aeroplane 


Sergeant “Pop” Rhoades, hangar chief 
of Squadron Eight, paused in the act of 
raising a plug of tobacco to his lips and 
cocked his grizzled head skyward. His 
critical eye followed the precipitous 
descent of a silver-winged Vought, which 
was slipping in with moaning wires 
toward the edge of the landing field. At 
the instant when impact with the earth 
seemed inevitable the swooping craft 
righted itself, fish-tailed once to each 
side, and then settled gracefully upon the 
ground. “Pop” sighed and shook his 
head. 

“Fair enough, I guess,” he commented 
mournfully to a nearby mechanic. “But 
they’ll never be like the old-timers, 
Whitey. Back in ’17, when only one or 
two knew much about stuntin’, an’ a 
tailspin was the place to give up an’ say 
your prayers, the Leathernecks was a lot 
dizzier outfit. I was ‘mech’ for the diz- 
ziest of ’em all, a bird maybe you've 
heard me mention as ‘Benny the Mad.’ I 
was detailed with him for a year at 
Pensacola, while he was doin’ special 
duty as test pilot for the Navy. By the 
time I’d been with him three months I 
begin wishin’ I’d been sent over to the 
trenches, where I might’ve had a chance.” 

Whitey sat up with sudden interest. 

“Say, you don’t mean the guy that got 
in Dutch flyin’ an H-boat across Flor- 
ida?’* he demanded quickly. “Seems to 
me I’ve heard something abeut him.” 

“Pop” chuckled, half to himself. 

“That’s him,” he assented amiably. “I 
was along on that hop—fact is, that’s 
when my hair begin to turn gray. It’s 
a wonder it ain’t white.” 

He must ’a been looney, all right,” 
observed Whitey. “Those flyin’ coffins 
was bad enough with water under ’em, 
but hoppin’ over dry land—Lord! What 
if his motor’d ever cut out!” 

“That’s just what I was thinkin’ all 
the time,” said “Pop.” “I s’pose he’d 
have made it somehow. That boy wasn’t 
crazy—he knew what he was doin’ ever’ 
second he was in the air. He had a mighty 
good reason for cuttin’ over the State 
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that way. Let’s see, that was goin’ on 
eight years ago. I guess there ain’t any 
reason I can’t tell you about it now. 

“We was on a speed run from Pensa- 
cola to Hampton Roads, usin’ a special 
H-boat the riggin’ shop had just turned 
out for some kind of tests. She had 
extra tanks in her, an’ the idea was to 
make one jump of it, if possible. Some- 
body in Washington wanted to know how 
long it’d take to rush a bunch of ‘ships’ 
up the coast, I reckon. We was goin’ to 
shoot down around the boot, past Key 
West, which was the reg’lar route. 

“We'd been out of Pensacola an hour 
or two an’ was beatin’ our schedule when 
the blamed fan pump went bad. Benny 
made a quick landin’ in a little bayou an’ 
run up onto the beach by a small place 
named Cleardale. We got the pump fixed 
in a jiffy an’ was all set to go when 
Benny spied a sign readin’ ‘Southern 
Waffles and Honey.’ 

“ ‘Rhoades,’ he says to me, ‘let’s eat.’ 
That’s another thing about him—he was 
always hungry. That lanky frame of his 
must have been hollow. Well, a few min- 
utes later we are puttin’ down some prize 
waffles, dished out by a nice little old 
lady who looks like she ought to be set- 
tin’ in her parlor somewhere ’stead of 
runnin’ a hash house. She’s kind of 
friendly, an’ after a bit Benny gets to 
talkin’ to her. She’s just tellin’ him 
about some kind of hard luck she’s run 
foul of, when I see some kids climbin’ all 
over the ‘ship,’ an’ decide I’d better go 
down an’ chase ’em off. Pretty soon 
Benny comes moseyin’ along like he’s on 
a furlough, stoppin’ to talk to a guy fish- 
in’ off the dock, an’ here we are s’posed 
to be down around Tampa by now. 

“When he climbs into the ‘ship’ I see 
he’s got a queer look in his eye, an’ I 
begin to feel uneasy right off, remem- 
berin’ what happened last time he looked 
like that. 

“ ‘Rhoades,’ he remarks, with a grin 
which don’t mean any good to somebody, 
‘do you object to impersonating Provi- 
dence for an hour or two?’ 


“*Not havin’ tried it, I can’t say,’ I 
tells him, kind of cautious. ‘But what 
about our gettin’ to Norfolk, sir? They’ll 
be lookin’ for us down at Key West 
pretty soon.’ 

“‘T’ve figured that out,’ he says. ‘And 
I’ll see you don’t get into trouble. Now 
here’s all you have to know. My name 
is Thompson and yours is Smith for the 
rest of the day. I'll call you Smitty for 
short. We’re civilians, looking for a good 
place to start a passenger business. We 
couldn’t get by with it, except that they 
rushed this test so much there wasn’t 
time to put any insignia on the ‘ship.’ ” 

“I was wishin’ to myself they’d taken 
time, but it was too late. With me still 
tryin’ to dope it out, Benny swings out 
into the gulf an’ cuts a big circle, headin’ 
back in like we was comin’ from the east. 
This time we landed at a cute little place 
called ‘Dreamland-by-the-Sea.’ Benny 
leaves me in the ‘ship’ and disappears for 
a spell. When he comes back there’s a 
walkin’ advertisement of the beef trust 
with him—one of these fat, puffy guys 
with a shifty eye an’ a smooth line of 
chatter, the kind you feel like pokin’ in 
the jaw right off, on general principles. 

“His name’s Hooper, it turns out, an’ 
he’s the main squeeze in this Dreamlnad- 
by-the-Sea, bein’ president of the com- 
pany runnin’ the place. There’s a pho- 
tographer trailin’ along, an’ in a few 
minutes I gather that Benny has been 
talkin’ the Beef Trust into lendin’ his 
handsome mug for some pictures taken 
in the ‘ship.’ The idea bein’, so Benny 
says, to give ’em to the newspapers, all 
of which will boost the joy-ridin’ busi- 
ness we are aimin’ to start. He puts 
it over smooth as silk, explainin’ it’s to 
the mutual advantage of all parties, ad- 
vertisin’ the town as well as us. 

“By now I’ve got a notion as to what’s 
comin’, but I’m still in the dark as to 
the why an’ wherefore. The Beef Trust 
takes a slant at the ‘ship,’ which is set- 
tin’ with her tail up on the beach an’ a 
line runnin’ from a post to one of the 
struts. Seein’ all is secure an’ safe, he 
follows Benny into the pilot’s cockpit 
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like an admiral boardin’ the flagship. 
Maybe he’d been less breezy if he’d 
known that line was only just wrapped 
around the strut, as per Benny’s orders. 
We're just about set to look at the birdie 
when Benny holds up his hand. 

“*The propeller should be turning,’ he 
says, sort of thoughtful. ‘Otherwise it 
won’t look real. Smitty, twist her tail.’ 

“The Beef Trust opens his mouth to 
holler, but I don’t waste any time an’ the 
Liberty drowns him out. I can feel the 
‘ship’ slide down the beach three or four 
feet before Benny throttles her. So does 
the Beef Trust. 

“*Please be careful,’ he stutters, grab- 
bin’ hold of the seat. ‘Sudden motion 
like that affects me.’ 

“*You don’t say,’ remarks Benny, in- 
terested. Then he looks back at the 
camera. ‘All ready?’ he inquires. 

“The man nods his head an’ the Beef 
Trust smiles kind of sick, like somethin’ 
was hurtin’ him. 

“*Shoot!’ says Benny, an’ with that 
hell breaks loose, everything happenin’ 
at once. For one, he gives her the gun 
an’ starts a young sandstorm which 
blows the innocent bystanders half way 
uptown. The Beef Trust stands up like 
he’s goin’ to jump out, but he sits down 
a sight faster when the old bus jerks 
clear from the beach an’ starts makin’ 
knots. The jerk mighty near sends me 
overboard, on account of payin’ too much 
attention to a couple of dames which is 
havin’ trouble with the propeller blast. 
By the time I’m all collected into the 
front cockpit Benny’s got her on the 
step, an’ in a few seconds we're in the 
air. 
“The Beef Trust by now is a sort of 
muddy yellow, an’ is tryin’ to dig down 
where he can’t see the water droppin’ out 
from under. Benny is stickin’ her nose 
up for altitude, an’ from the look he’s 
got I know it’s time to look around for 
somethin’ to hang onto. It’s one time 
I’m wishin’ they’d leave the belts in these 
boats. But I get a tight hold on the in- 
side brace wires an’ hope for the best. 

“We was about five thousand feet when 
the cyclone struck, speakin’ figur’tively. 
First comes a bunch of dizzy zooms, an’ 
I start wishin’ I’d gone easier on the 
waffles. Then some flipper turns, with 
the wings pointin’ direct at terra firmer, 
an’ sideslips to top.’em off. That was 
the beginnin’. Without any more warn- 
in’ Benny slaps her nose down into a 
dive an’ then up into a split-S—an’ for 
a second or two I’m danglin’ sorta in mid- 
air, hopin’ the Beef Trust’ll fall some 
other direction if he drops out. Benny 
pulls four or five of these, one after an- 
other, an’ some wingovers, an’ a lot more 
stuff—the Lord knows what you'd call it. 
Once he gets ready to loop her, but 
changes his mind. Guess he was afraid 
the Beef Trust might spill out, but he 
needn’t have worried. I'll bet there’s 
still fingerprints in that bus where he 
was hangin’ on. 

“Durin’ a second when the ‘ship’ is 
flyin’ level I look back and see Benny 
closin’ the cut-off to the motor. The 
Beef Trust don’t catch it—in fact, he 
ain’t seein’ much of anything. Benny 
grins at me an’ I try to grin back, but my 
face is froze in one expression, an’ it 
ain’t grinnin’. Just then the gas runs 
out of the line and the Liberty begins 
to sputter. That wakes up the Beef 
Trust. I guess he’s one of these guys 
that thinks you’re gone when your motor 
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cuts out. Benny is puttin’ on a great 
exhibition of a man scared out of his 
boots, yankin’ at the wheel, kickin’ the 
rudder, an’ in gen’ral havin’ as much 
fun as a monkey with a rubber band. 
Right in the middle of the quiet that 
comes when the motor quit he throws up 
his hands an’ lets out a_ blood-curdlin’ 
whoop. 

“*We’re done for, men,’ he shouts, real 
dramatic, ‘the rudder wires are broken.’ ” 

“Then he rolls the wheel half around, 
an’ from a stall we’re off into a slip at 
about one hundred per. The side wind is 
about blowin’ me out of the cockpit, an’ 
I’m hopin’ that Benny ain’t made a mis- 
take, while the Beef Trust is passed out 
with his eyes glazed an’ starin’. Just as 
I’m closin’ my eyes and hopin’ it’ll be 
over quick, Benny works a miracle an’ 
sets the old bus down on the water as 
gentle as a guy carryin’ a bad egg. 

“When I get my breath I see we're in 
a little cove which I figure is somewhere 
between Cleardale an’ Dreamland-by-the- 
Sea, though there ain’t any sign of hu- 
man habitation. It looks like we’re goin’ 
to need a pulmotor to bring back the 
Beef Trust, but after sev’ral groans he 
opens his eyes. At first he’s sure he’s 
dead, but when he finds out he’s still 
clutterin’ up the earth he begins bawlin’ 
oe Benny, not even bein’ grateful for 
ivin’. 

“*You dirty crook!’ he wheezes. ‘T’ll 
have you arrested for abduction. You 
tried to murder me—I’ll teach you—’ 

“Just then he discovers his where- 
abouts an’ decides it’s no place to be 
teachin’ anything. Benny gives him a 
hard look. 

“*You ought to be thankful you’re 
alive,’ he tells him. ‘When that line 
parted back there, I had to take off to 
keep from losing control of the plane. 
That was just an ordinary “hop,” except 
when the motor stopped and the controls 
jammed. I only hope our return will be 
as successful.’ 

“The Beef Trust’s jaw drops on that 
one. It’s about half a minute before he 
can talk. 

“*You—you mean we’re going back in 
this?’ he yelps, wavin’ his arms around 
the ‘ship.’ ‘When we just barely escaped 
with our lives? You’re insane—we’ll all 
be killed.’ 

“Oh, I guess the control wires are 
all right now,’ says Benny, ‘and I think 
with a little work we can start the mo- 
tor again,’ an’ with that he commences 
pumpin’ some gas up into the gravity 
tank. 

“*You can’t do it!’ shrieks the Beef 
Trust, poundin’ his fist against the hull. 
‘It’s unlawful, forcing me to go with you 
this way—’ 

“*No one is forcing you to do any- 
thing,’ replies Benny, pretty sharp. ‘If 
you want to swim ashore, go ahead. I 
can’t stay here and wait to drift in.’ 

“The Beef Trust is about to say some- 
thin’ but he stops and stares wild-eyed 
toward the shore. 

“*Here comes a boat,’ he says, his face 
lightin’ up like a full moon. ‘Now we 
can get towed in and everything will be 
all right.’ 

“Benny don’t even look at the boat, 
but keeps on pumpin’. 

“Mr. Hooper,’ he remarks, ‘this plane 
has never been towed in from a flight.’ 
(That’s true enough, as it’s brand new 
out of its crate.) ‘Furthermore,’ Benny 


goes on, ‘it is not going to be towed in 
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if I can help it. I’m going to fly back— 
it’s a matter of pride with me.’ 

“Back of the Beef Trust he slips me 
a wink as a signal to talk up. 

“Think it’ll be safe?’ I says, dubious. 
‘Those wires ain’t in good shape, an’ 
don’t forget that cracked strut, where 
you smacked into the dock the other day. 
If that strut ever breaks clear through 
the whole wing is goin’ with it.’ 

“Benny gets red, for I’m mixin’ truth 
with fiction now. Course it was a dif- 
ferent ‘ship,’ but ’twasn’t a week since 
he’d knocked a bus into a cocked hat try- 
in’ to zoom between a couple of coal 
docks that wasn’t quite wide enough. 

“ ‘Smitty,’ he comes back, with a glare 
I ain’t sure he don’t mean, ‘if you’re 
afraid to fly with me you can get out 
and swim, too. There’s only been one 
man killed flying with me, and that was 
his own fault.’ 

“The Beef Trust gets a sick look at 
this, an’ just to cheer him up I slip back 
an’ whisper to him while Benny is reach- 
in’ down for the switch. 

“Don’t rile Thompson up,’ I warns 
him. ‘If he gets to thinkin’ about that 
bird who got bumped off we’re goners. 
He’s been queer ever since then, an’ 
sometimes he gets the idea of makin’ 
that hop over again—the guy fell out 
while the plane was upside down.’ 

“*God help me!’ yells the Beef Trust, 
standin’ up an’ shakin’ all over. ‘I’ve 
got to get out of here—I can’t stand 
this any longer. I’m going crazy.’ 

“He starts shoutin’ at the boat, which 
is by now pretty close. There’s two men 
an’ a woman in it, an’ I’m flabbergasted 
to see the woman is the old lady from 
the waffle place, and the cox’n is the guy 
who was fishin’ on the dock. I smell a 
rat right off that this ain’t any accident, 
but I can’t dope it out. When the Beef 
Trust sees the old lady, he stops yellin’ 
for a second and stares. Then he starts 
yellin’ at the cox’n. 

“*Take me off of here,’ he let out at 
the top of his voice. ‘Hurry up—I’ll give 
you fifty dollars.’ 

“He says it without gulpin’, so he’s 
desperate, all right. But the cox’n shakes 
his head. 

“‘Have to talk to Mrs. Allison,’ he 
says, noddin’ at the old lady. ‘Boat’s 
hers the rest of the day. Hired it till 
night.’ 

“And I’m afraid it is impossible,’ cuts 
in the old lady, lookin’ the Beef Trust 
up an’ down. ‘I don’t care for any other 
passengers.’ 

“‘7’l] make it a hundred,’ he moans 
like it’s cuttin’ off an arm. 

“‘You are wasting your time, Mr. 
Hooper,’ she tells him, chilly as Septem- 
ber Morn. ‘I remember you told me that 
once, when I came to see you about the 
mistake in my delayed payment. If you 
offered me a thousand dollars I wouldn’t 
let you in this boat.’ 

“Benny takes a hand then. 

“‘T’ve given you a chance to get off,’ 
he says to the Beef Trust, ‘but I can’t 
wait any longer. Sit down here so I can 
see where I’m going when I start.’ 

“‘No! No! NO!!’ screams the Beef 
Trust, like a soprano hittin’ high C. ‘Give 
me a few minutes—I’ll pay you to wait—’ 

“‘None of that!’ says Benny, lookin’ 
sore all of a sudden. ‘I don’t want any 
of your money, and I’m not keeping you 
here against your will. But I’m not go- 
ing to fool my time away. I'll give you 
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exactly five minutes. If you aren’t off 
then, you’re going back with me.’ 

“The Beef Trust begins pleadin’ with 
the old lady to let him on board. If 
there’d been a place big enough he’d 
have been down on his knees. 

“*You mustn’t harbor a grudge, Mrs. 
Allison,’ he wails, wringin’ his fat hands. 
‘It was a matter of business—an unfor- 
tunate affair, I know. I'll give you five 
hundred dollars—you needn’t even put 
me ashore. I'll wait until you’re ready 
to go. Think what you could do with 
five hundred dollars.’ 

“*T don’t care for your company,’ she 
hands him right back. ‘And if I remem- 
ber right, it was just five hundred dol- 
lars you refused to take as my last pay- 
ment on the bungalow and lot I was buy- 
ing. Perhaps you have forgotten, you 
have so many similar matters to handle, 
but you said you had never intimated I 
was to have an extension.’ 

“‘One minute,’ interrupts Benny. 
‘Smitty, while we’re waiting look over 
those control wires. See if you can find 
anything wrong with them.’ 

“‘The letter you received must have 
been written by some irresponsible per- 
son,’ explains the Beef Trust, moppin’ 
his forehead. ‘It wasn’t even on com- 
pany stationery, you remember. If I 
had intended for you to have an exten- 
sion I’d have made out a new note, I as- 
sure you.’ 

“*You needn’t,’ she tells him. ‘I’ve 
heard it already, and I understand per- 
fectly. I am only angry with myself 
for being so foolish.’ 

“Two minutes,’ remarks Benny, chok- 
in’ off a yawn. ‘What did you find, 
Smitty ?’ 

“‘Flipper wire’s blame near sawed in 
two,’ I says, solemn. ‘Only two strands 
left. One good jerk and we’re finished.’ 

“‘Tt’s nothing,’ he answers, shruggin’ 
his shoulders. I’ve often flown on one. 
We'll chance it.’ 

“Standin’ back of the Beef Trust, I 
can see what’s left of his collar wilt down 
into his shirt. He makes a stranglin’ 
noise in his throat an’ then goes after 
the old lady again, wilder’n ever. 

“‘*What will you take?’ he says, an’ 
he’s gettin’ hoarse from yellin’. ‘Don’t 
be unreasonable, Mrs. Allison.’ 

“*‘All right,’ she snaps, ‘I’ll be quite 
reasonable. I'll take just what belongs 
to me—a deed to that property. And to 
make it safe, I’ll give you my check for 
the five hundred, plus interest to date.’ 

“*You’re cra—what you ask is impos- 
sible,’ sputters the Beef Trust. ‘The 
property is all but sold to the hotel. I 
can’t make any changes now. It’s not— 
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“*Three minutes,’ chimes in Benny, 
like the referee at a fight. ‘See if that 
bow anchor is secured, Smitty. I don’t 
want anything bouncing out if we make 
any tight turns.’ 

“*Those are my terms,’ pronounces the 
old lady. ‘If you’re not interested we'll 
be going on.’ 

“‘T can’t make any arrangements out 


here—I haven’t any records or anything,’- 


says the Beef Trust, beginnin’ to weak- 
en. Let me get on board and we can 
settle things later.’ 

“*You don’t put one foot on this boat 
until they’re all settled,’ she answers. ‘My 
friend here, Mr. Stickney, happens to be 
a lawyer and also a notary. He can make 
any arrangements you wish.’ 

“*Yes,’ drawls the bird she calls Stick- 
ney, startin’ to rummage around in his 
pockets, ‘I’m quite at your service. Fact 
is, I always carry a few blank contracts 
and deeds around with me—never know 
when I’ll need them, just like today. And 
Mrs. Allison can give us a complete de- 
scription of the property from her first 
note. I believe you have it with you, 
Mrs. Allison ?’ 

“The Beef Trust gets purple as a 
boiled lobster. 

“‘Tt’s a frame-up,’ he howls. ‘You’re 
conspiring to rob me—I won’t stand for 
it.’ 

“Then you don’t care to sign?’ asks 
Stickney, lookin’ up from the deed he’s 
workin’ on. It’s my opinion he’s only 
pretendin ’to fill it in, an’ that it’s all 
set for the Beef Trust to put down his 
John Henry. 

“‘Four minutes,’ Benny says, before 
the Beef Trust can answer him. ‘Give 
her a priming shot, Smitty, so she’ll start 
quickly.’ 

“ ‘Sure,’ I states, climbin’ up on the 
wing. ‘But I’m ridin’ back there with 
you this time; one thing, there ain’t 
enough to hang onto up front, an’ what’s 
more, in case we crack up I ain’t cravin’ 
to be in the end that hits first. I’ve seen 
too many of ’em scooped up out of bow 
cockpits.’ 

“*All right, we'll put Mr. Hooper up 
there,’ assents Benny, cheerful. ‘It may 
make the “ship” a little nose-heavy, but 
I guess I can keep it from diving.’ 

“The Beef Trust don’t resemble a 
camel much, but that’s the last straw as 
far as he’s concerned. 

“‘Tll sign,’ he groans, like it’s sendin’ 
him to an early grave. ‘Bring your boat 


“*Also countersign this letter purport- 
ing to give Mrs. Allison her exténsion,’ 
purrs Stickney, handin’ the papers over 
the side as I fend off the boat. ‘As the 
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time won’t be up till next week that will 
nicely eliminate any possible chance of 
trouble.’ 


“The Beef Trust hesitates a second. 
Right away Benny reaches down for the 
switch, 


“*Five minutes,’ he clicks out, like a 
man meanin’ business. ‘Let’s go, Smitty.’ 

“The Beef Trust is signed an’ scram- 
blin’ for the boat before I can grab the 
crank, only he’s in such a hurry his foot 
slips an’ the next second there’s a high 
tide sweepin’ inland. The cox’n an’ Stick- 
ney hauls him into the sternsheets, 
spoutin’ like a whale. The old lady turns 
around to look at Benny. Her lips is 
tremblin’ an’ she ain’t decided whether 
she’s goin’ to*laugh or cry. Benny just 
smiles an’ waves his hand, addin’ a signal 
to keep mum. Then the boat shoves off, 
an’ that’s that. 


“In a minute Benny glances up at me. 

“ ‘Rhoades,’ he says, ‘plenty of people 
call me a damned fool, and they say 
there’s a special Providence taking care 
of fools, so I’m going to take a chance. 
I’m going straight across Florida so I 
won’t be late at Hampton Roads and 
have to report this. If they miss me at 
Key West I’ll tell them we were above 
the clouds when we went by. But I’m 
not asking you to go with me—it isn’t 
fair, so I’ll drop you near a railroad and 
you can meet me at Norfolk. I'll frame 
some story.’ 

“*No, sir,’ I says, ‘I’m stickin’ with 
the ship,’ though to tell the truth I 
never expected to feel water under that 
bus again. Hanged if we didn’t make it, 
though, an’ nobody’d ever got wise if it 
hadn’t been for one thing. We made up 
so much time cuttin’ across that we 
showed up six hours sooner ’n we could 
’ve got there the reg’lar way, runnin’ 
wide open. Even Benny’s reputation 
wouldn’t stand that, so he had to tell ’em 
about the short cut.’” 

“Pop” halted his narrative and stroked 
his chin reminiscently. 

“What did he get out of it?” demanded 
Whitey, impatiently. 

“Nothin’ but his nickname an’ a lot 
of publicity,” replied “Pop” with a grin. 
“When they got ready to giye him a 
court they found out his orders read ‘by 
the shortest possible route,’ an’ as they 
wasn’t any regulations then against 
makin’ cross-country hops in seaplanes, 
they couldn’t do anything to him.” 

“What’s he doin’ now?” asked Whitey. 

“Flyin’ amphibians for the Navy,” said 
“Pop.” “Those busses that’ll land on 
ground an’ water both, you know. That’s 
the only way headquarters could figure 
to keep him from breakin’ his neck.” 
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r Short Stories By Edwin North McClellan 
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THE FIRST AMERICAN WARSHIP TO 
VISIT HAWAIIAN ISLANDS 


Somewhere on the Island of Oshu there 
are Hawaiians who were eligible to join 
the patriotic societies of the United 
States organized by the descendants of 
those who fought in our second war with 
Great Britain, popularly known as the 
War of 1812. They are the Hawaiians 
whose ancestors were those subjects of 
King Kamehameha the First who served 
as volunteer seamen and Marines on 
board the United States ship Sir Andrew 
Hammond in Hawaiian waters and as- 
sisted to work her into the harbor of the 
little fishing village of Honolulu, in the 
year 1814, quite some time before the 
Hawaiian court was moved there. 

Just why and how the Sir Andrew 
Hammond came to visit the domain of 
Kamehameha the Great involves the 
story of Captain John M. Gamble, of the 
United States Marines, a tale that well 
illustrates the saying that truth is 
stranger than fiction—especially in the 
South Seas. 

Captain Gamble was Captain David 
Porter’s Marine officer aboard the frigate 
Essex that rounded Cape Horn and raised 
havoc among the British vessels in the 
lower Pacific. Among the many enemy 
vessels captured were the Seringapatam, 
the Greenwich, and the Sir Andrew Ham- 
mond, a formidable letter-of-marque. 
Porter left these three vessels at Nuku- 
hiva, in the Marquesas Islands, under 
command of Captain Gamble, and sailed 
away with a promise to return. But he 
did not return, due to the simple fact 
the gallant frigate Essex was “mur- 
dered” at Valparaiso by the British war- 
ships Cherup and Phoebe, in March, 1814. 

At Nukuhiva, Captain Gamble’s experi- 
ences would rival the product of the wild- 
est imagination. Sufficient to say that 
troubles beset him from within and with- 
out; he was wounded and at last em- 
barked on the U. S. S. Sir Andrew Ham- 
mond with seven others, and though 
“destitute of charts,” set sail for the 
Sandwich Islands. Of the eight persons 
manning the ship “only two persons on 
board were fit for duty.” 

After many hardships and narrow es- 
capes from shipwreck, the Hammond ar- 
rived at “Yahoo Island,” or Oahu, in “the 
Sandwich Islands,” on May 31, 1814. A 
volunteer crew of native Hawaiians 
joined the vessel and worked her safely 
through the reefs into a port which is 
supposed to be Honolulu—about twelve 
years before the U. S. S. Dolphin entered 
the same port. 

Sailing on June 11, 1814, manned 
partly by Hawaiians, and carrying a 
number of native Hawaiians bearing 
presents or “tribute” (Hookupu) to King 
Kamehameha I, the Hammond was cap- 
tured by the British warship Cherub the 
second day out. The Cherub arrived in 
Rio de Janeiro about nine months later 
and upon receiving news of peace having 
been declared, set the American prison- 
ers at liberty. 


History is silent as to what became of 
the Hawaiian members of the Ham- 
mond’s crew and of those Hawaiians who 
were bearing presents to King Kameha- 
meha. Also as to what became of the 
presents. 





YOSHITSUNE 


Every history has its heroes and hero- 
ines. That of Japan has many, but of 
all the Japanese warriors of the sea, 
Yoshitsune is my hero. His laurels came 
to him in the Civil War between the 
Minamota and Taira clans. 


* * * 


The naval battle of Yashimi is one of 
the most extraordinary military feats 
that Neptune ever wrote in Mars’ record. 
On a “day of tempest” in March, 1185, 
Yoshitsune of the Minamoto clan called 
for volunteers to run over to the oppo- 
site coast and attack Yashimi, and the 
Taira fleet. The sea, lashed and stung to 
agony by a typhoon, seemed like the 
beckoning hand of Death. Despite the 
seemingly sureness of doom, about a 
hundred and fifty daring spirits re- 
sponded. They embarked in five war 
junks. Some of the sailors fearing the 
hazardous service were “grdered_ to 
choose between manning the vessels or 
dying by the sword.” There seemed little 
between the alternatives, but the sailors 
decided in favor of a longer life. The 
surprise and success was complete. On 
the 24th of March Yoshitsune, reinforced 
with thirty war junks, attacked the en- 
emy fleet in Shido Bay and when Kage- 
toki (of the Minamoto) arrived off 
Kashima the following day “with some 
four hundred war vessels, he found only 
the ashes of the Taira palace and pali- 


sades.” 
* * * 


Noritysune, the rival of Yoshitsune, 
distinguished himself conspicuously. He 
singled out Yoshitsune for the object of 
his attack. Being unable to reach him, 
Noritysune seized two Minamoto Bushi 
and sprang into the sea with them. 


* * * 


During this battle, one of the most ex- 
pert of the Taira archers made Yoshit- 
sune a target, “but Sato Tsunginobu, 
member of the band of trusted comrades 
who had accompanied the Minamoto hero 
from Mutsu, interposed his body and re- 
ceived the arrow destined for Yoshit- 
sune.” Sato was a Bushi, one of the Jap- 
anese Soldiers-Serving-at-Sea, and never 
did a maritime soldier ever uphold the 
traditions of his clan in nobler manner. 


* * * 
The decisive battle of Dan-no-Ura fol- 
lowed on April 25, 1185, and was won by 


the Minamoto. The Bushi fought valiantly 
on both sides in this ship-to-ship battle. 


~ * * 
Yes, Yoshitsune is one of my heroes. 


BRIDGE 


Bridge—how he despised it. Yet all 
his friends. were intrigued by it. He was 
a misanthrope, if that word can possibly 
be applied to bridge. He had given the 
best years of his life to slaving efforts 
to learn the game. He had hoped that 
some day—and suddenly—a gleam of 
bridge-intelligence would stab its way to 
his brain. In his youthful innocence he 
was ignorant. Love, not fear nor hate, 
was in his heart, because he hoped that 
he would learn to play as did the Grey- 
Beards. Rancorous disappointment was 
his, though, and hatred replaced love 
when conviction, with clammy hand, 
prophesied that his ignorance might be 
infinite; that bridge, to him, might ever 
be a dead language. 

He did not seem to have the Bridge 
Complex. Disappointing as had been ex- 
perience in learning to like olives, bridge 
did not seem to be so unsurmountable— 
not that he had ever tried to surmount 
an olive, though. He simply could not 
learn how to play bridge. The impos- 
sible was not achievable by him. 

He could remember dates of all kinds, 
both in Waikiki and Pacific Heights. He 
was not color blind, he could distinguish 
a peach from a lemon. He was not near- 
sighted, he could easily see that. But 
he was genuinely unable to remember 
whether any or fourteen trumps had been 
played, or if any spades were there. 
Once he tried to lead No-Trumps. The 
whole scheme of things was a Hellish 
Mystery to him. Rules, suggestions, and 
signals meant everything to others, but 
they were nothing in his young life. They 
were just so many Sphinxes. 

Rebuffs, sarcastic remarks, scornful 
looks would have been Balm in Gilead to 
him, if he could have but understood why 
they were delivered at his Back Door. 
Once he and his Lady Partner had Double 
Chinane (as he was later informed). He 
could not understand the choler with 
which his Fair Partner warmed the ozone 
at his failing to trump her lead. That 
annoyed him not. He doggedly kept his 
feet in the dust and his head in humility. 
Then he trumped his Far Partner’s Ace. 
Curses! Slam went his F. P.’s hand on 
the green veldt. He survived his F. P.’s 
baleful glances and balefuller words. His 
nerve stood by him also when his F. P., 
discovering that she had led the ace of 
trumps,thumped him with her balefullest. 
At last the strain of not understanding 
and misunderstanding made of him a 
Coward. He, the Dummy, sneaked off to 
bed. Back they yanked him triumphantly 
to the Torture Chamber, where the Post 
Mortem was continued in an evil odor— 
all the “ifs” and “buts” and “oh, shut 
ups.” 

The Crash came at last. Who knows 
what awaits them beyond that “Funny 


‘Bridge” on Life’s Road? Insanity, Bugs, 


Crazy, Non Compos Mentis—all that and 
more. The Poor Nutt imagined that he 
could play Bridge—and did. 
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PORTRAIT OF A SHOPGIRL CRYING 
BECAUSE THERE ISN’T ANY 
SANTA CLAUS 


By Ray Nolan 


In the dim haze of that Easter morn- 
ing I saw her emerge from the front por- 
tal of her spacious chateau and step into 
her Hispano-Suiza. She said something 
to the chauffeur and immediately the car 
moved down the driveway to the village 
church. This was Corrinne. She had 
looked exquisitely beautiful that morning 
in her Lanvin frock and Reboux hat and 
I decided to follow her. 

My roadster drove into the church yard 
a moment behind the arrival of her car 
and I was beside her the moment she 
stepped to the ground. 

“Good morning, Corrinne. Surely you 
know me?” I said, for I was quite sure 
that she did know me. 

“Why,” returned she, “I’ve never seen 
you before.” 

This remark was to assure me that she 
was equally sure that she didn’t know me. 

Corrinne was one of these rare girls 
whom men at the race tracks classify as 
“stinking rich” and I hesitated to offend 
her. 

“Surely you remember that night we 
were together in London,” I said in a 
vain effort to revive her memory. 

But no, to her knowledge she had never 
been in London. 

“Then you are not Corrinne,” I said. 

But yes, she was Corrinne. 

Surely then, it must have been two 
other people. 

However, the organ was pealing and 
we had come to attend church and it was 
high time we were entering. I took her 
arm and led her into the church. The 
atmosphere reeked of freshly cut lilies 
and tulips. We sat down in the family 
pew, but the bridegroom was late and so 
was the bride. 

Surely this could not go on. The bride 
and groom would have to be found and 
brought to the church or everything 
would be a flop. Why didn’t someone do 
something ? 

Corrinne and I realizing it would be a 
flop, left the church in haste, only to find 
that Corrinne’s chauffeur was not due to 
return with the car until after the serv- 
ices. Knowing she could not refuse, I 
asked her to get into my roadster. She 
got in without more ado and we started 
off. 

Then Corrinne wanted to drive. We 
changed seats without stopping; on the 
fly, as it were. Immediately she had the 
wheel between her fingers she pushed 
the accelerator to the floor. We sped on 
evenly and indefinitely. Corrinne sud- 
denly threw her arms around my neck 
and said, “Oh, Gee, here comes a tree.” 
But it was too late. The tank was empty. 


“Oh, shoot,” said Corrinne, “now I’ll 
have to walk home.” 
I was inclined to say that it was not 


the first time, but held my tongue. 
On through the blackness of the night 
we trudged in an effort to find a footpath 
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NEW OFFICERS OF THE VETERANS OF BELLEAU WOOD, U. S. M. BRIGADE 


Seven 


At the February meeting of the Veterans of Belleau Wood, U. S. Marine Brigade, 


a new corps of officers were installed. 








Reading from left to right, top row, Charles W. Berry, Membership Officer; Henry 

Autler, Quartermaster; Edward J. Beuhler, Trustee; John D. Ferriso, Assistant Quar- 

termaster; bottom row, Robert E. Goldstein, Vice Commandant; Webster deS. Smith, 
Commandant, and Samuel Ss. Soupen, Adjutant. 


that would take us somewhere. None 
could be found so we trudged on. 

A soft simoom was blowing languidly 
through the amber forest as the great 
north wind whistled through its teeth. 
Surely this was adventure. 

I remembered every time I had ever 
uttered a swear word or committed some 
other unforgivable sin and chills and 
other funny feelings played on my spine. 
That we were in constant danger of an 
attack from a wild snake I well knew and 
my only thought was to shield this 
knowledge from Corrinne. 

“Are you afraid, Darling?” I asked. 

She only sighed and held my arm more 
tightly. 

Then I remembered the ring. I pulled 
it out of my pocket and placed it on her 
finger. This made her very happy. 

In the distance we saw a light shining 
through the purple interstices of this im- 
penetrable vegetation. We trudged on. 

Who could tell what this great light 
was? Surely not I. Nor could she. But 
no matter, it was a light, and we trudged 
on. 

“Did you wind the clock, Dear?” said 
Corrinne. 

This was enough for me; she did not 
trust me. I had sensed it all along, but 
until then I had not been so keenly 
aware. Very well, then she could have 
her old divorce. I would do nothing to 
stand in her way. But she did not want 
a divorce, so I knew not what to do. 

So I closed the book and decided never 
to read it again after seeing the moving 
picture made from the same plot. 

The End. 


GIVE ME LIBERTY, OR WHAT TIME 


IS IT? 


Three Swiss watchmakers have offered 
to supply the Statue of Liberty with a 
wrist watch. At last this dear girl will 
serve a very useful purpose by telling 
the poor immigrants what time it is, as 
most of said immigrants cannot tell time. 

a oe o* 

But this tick mechanism is to be a 
large chronometer and will be electrically 
illuminated. However, permission has 
not yet been obtained to so deck the god- 
dess. 

* * * 

Liberty has ever been the chief greeter 
on the welcome committee for incoming 
tourists to our fair nation, lighting the 
way to the harbor with her torch and 
extolling other historical data with her 
tablet. 

* * * 

But now she shall even let prospective 
citizens know that it is time to make 
declarations. This is in keeping with the 
new reign of economy, since it does away 
with erecting a statue of Father Time in 
some other part of New York Harbor. 

* * * 

A corps of steeplejacks will have to be 
maintained at Fort Wood in order to 
have someone to wind Miss Liberty’s 
bracelet clock. 

* * * 

But so far no permission has _ been 
granted to this firm of Alpine timepiece 
merchants to place a clock on Liberty’s 
arm, so that’s that.—Leatherneck, Jr. 
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Dear Fellows: 

If the Brig has too much of an at- 
mosphere of Scotch this issue, please 
just take into consideration § that 
New Orleans has recently been dis- 
covered to be the center for the manu- 
facture of imported Scotch whiskies, in- 
cluding even the labels. But, to get back 
to the Scotch. The yarns we have listed 
below were secured from a real, genuine 
Scotch lady, who still has a burr under 
her tongue. Incidentally, she is quite 
an old lady, and the best part of her life 
has been spent in Scotland. 

To start off, Mrs. Foy (we guess we 
have spelled her name properly) tells 
us of an English preacher who had been 
called to take the pulpit in a small coun- 
try church in Scotland. It was in the 
farming district, and farmers and their 
wives composed the best part of the con- 
gregation. 

The preacher spoke with rather a halt 
in his voice and generally filled in the 
interim whilst he was recovering his 
equilibrium with some little catch phrase. 
As it happened he was narrating the 
parable of the Prodigal Son. 


“And after many, many years,” said 
the preacher, “the Prodigal Son arose 
and started home to his father. And his 
father saw him a long ways off and ran 
to him, and threw his arms about him, 
and the father called to the servant to 
bring the cloak they had kept, er—er— 
for many, many years, and the ring that 
they had kept er—er—for many, many 
years, and he called to the servant to go 
kill the fatted calf they had kept—er— 
er—for many, many years—” 

“You're a lee,” came a loud voice from 
the gallery; “ ’twould be a coo by noo.” 





Her next best yarn was about the old 
Scotch woman who was early afoot and 
to market, but as early as she was, she 
met a very religious friend of hers com- 
ing back, with a_ well-covered basket, 
from the stores. 

“My,” said she to her friend, “you 
are early to market.” 

“Yes,” said the other, whose name 
was Mrs. McCall. “My boy Jock is very 
fond of the ham that they sell at Peebles, 
and I was jist after getting a poond for 
his breakfast.” 

The friend hurried on to Peebles, 
thinking she, too, would like some good 
ham, and she said to the storekeeper: 
“Please give me a poond of the ham 
such as you just sold Mrs. McCall.” 

“Sure,” said the storekeeper, “but 
where is your bottle?” 





The third, which we think the best, we 
have saved until last: An old Scotch 
lady had a son who was a private in the 
Fifth Cameron Highlanders. They were 
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quartered near her home, so one day she 
baked some cookies, made some sand- 
wiches, and with a basket of fresh eggs 
set out to see her son, Sandy McPherson. 
The sentry (of a different clan), how- 
ever, refused to allow her to pass unless 
she identified herself, and the following 
dialogue ensued: 

Mrs. McPherson: “I want to see my 
bye, Sandy.” 

Sentry: “Sandy who?” 

Mrs. McPherson: “McPherson.” 

Sentry: “We have forty Sandy Mc- 
Phersons in this company.” 

Mrs. McPherson: “But my Sandy has 
red hair.” 

Sentry: “Forty of the McPhersons 
have red hair.” 

Mrs. McPherson: 
freckles.” 

Sentry: “Thirty of the McPhersons 
have freckles.” 

Mrs. McPherson: “But my Sandy has 
the itch.” 

—" “All the McPhersons have the 
itch.” 


“My Sandy has 





Some of you fellows that are bears for 
exercise might try some of these beauty 
gymnastics advocated by Madame Hel- 
ena Rubenstein: 

“Press the lips together firmly, and 
extend the mouth quite slowly in the 
widest smile you can compass. Try to 
touch the corners of your ears with your 
mouth. Hold this for a count of ten and 
then bring the mouth slowly back in po- 
sition.” 

Inasmuch as she says “try to touch 
the corners of your ears with your 
mouth,” we assume this exercise is to be 
indulged in without the aid of an assist- 
ant. 





Hope you have noticed that the Brig 
has been A. W. O. L. A case of flu, piled 
up work at the office, and the natural 
aversion to action caused by early spring 
weather in Louisiana are the reasons. 
Hope we don’t rate any more than a 
Deck Court-Martial. 





Headline in recent issue of New Or- 
leans Item: “Man raised to high post 
from bottom.” Balloon trousers maybe. 





As an example of spring poetry we 
offer the following, picked up some- 
where in our career, from the pen of 
some better (and we hope more success- 
ful) bard: 

“Absence makes the heart grow fonder, 

Distance lends enchantment to the 
view, 

Peroxide makes the hair grow blonder, 

And whiskey paints the nose a 

brilliant hue.” 





Today we are in receipt of a letter 
from a young lady who takes exception 
to “Gyngles of a Gyrene,” by Arthur J. 
Burkes, which appeared in a recent issue 
of The Leatherneck. She says: “I am 
here to inform the English-speaking 
world, and agree to have my words 
translated into foreign languages, includ- 
ing Sign and Scandinavian, that any man 
who would desert his dog after said ani- 
mal had conducted himself in so heroic 
and devoted a fashion is not worthy to 
wear full blues, or bear the noble name 
of a Marine.” And we accordingly hereby 
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call on Mr. Arthur Burkes to immedi- 
ately get busy with his pen or “tapwrat- 
ter” and do us some verse that will ex- 
tricate himself from his present dilemma 
and right himself in the eyes of a very 
nice young lady. 





The next time the “lady friend” gets 
sore at your referring to her or som¢ 
other of the female species as a “chick- 
en,” you can hold your apologies; for we 
have just learned that as early as the 
year 1755 it was good, honest English 
to refer to a young woman of tender 
years as “chicken,” and it is defined in 
Dr. Johnson’s dictionary of that date as 
a “term of endearment or tenderness” 
for a girl or young woman. 





“What could be more sad,” said the 
telephone operator (who is_ inclined 
toward history and sentiment), “than a 
man without a country?” 

“A country without a man,” promptly 
retorted the Blonde Stenog, shifting her 
gum to the port jaw, so as to give the 
starboard one a rest. 





THE SUBWAY PATRON’S LAMENT 


Whither are we drifting, and why? In 
point of fact, we are not drifting, Alger- 
non; we are merely rattling along from 
station to station on the subway. 

OK * * 


The above paragraph has no bearing 
on the story at all, and does not treat of 
the subject matter. It is merely the in- 
troduction. All good stories must have 
introductions. It’s a time-worn custom 
of story-writers. This story is about the 
subway. 

* * or 

First, let us rave a wee bit about the 
magic of the coin of the republic in which 
we live. By placing an otherwise harm- 
less-looking nickel (pronounced five 
cents) in a little aperture on the subway 
gate, the great maw of the underground 
railroad opens up to greet you. 


Then you must wait on the platform 
until your train comes into the station, 
and you try and get on. When the train 
comes, you rush on with the inrushing 
crowd; at least, I did; then I came out 
with the outrushers. 


This piqued me somewhat, as I had a 
date with IG, the cartoonist, and I was 
already four hours late. This is very 
much, as said cartoonist waited longer 
than that for the business manager, and 
he never showed up. 


But, to go on with the story, another 
train soon came in, which was already 
so full they couldn’t shut the doors. A 
nice, rotund (pronounced fat) lady said 
to the pretty trainman: “Oh, let me get 
on!” The trainman was not a magician, 
so he did not let her on. 

* * * 

Finally I got a train, and in getting 
aboard I was obliged to have two young 
girls run interference for me—huddle 
system. Then the pickpockets deposited 
four gold watches and two bill folds in 
my pocket, thinking it was their own; 
but I didn’t say anything. 





When I got to my station I didn’t even 
have my own billfold—Leatherneck, Jr. 
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BOSAI 
By Ray J. Nolan 


Some ten years ago I was the mem- 
ber of a British expedition into the heart 
of Belgian Congo. Arriving at Bolenge, 
the principal town of this African coun- 
try, three days were spent in getting the 
supplies and equipment ashore and as- 
sembled for carriage into the interior. 
Cameras, note books, film, foodstuffs, 
camping equipment, firearms; all were 
divided up between the twenty members 
of our native carrying party. 


Out into the dense tropical jungle we 
made our way slowly and soon camped 
at a distance of one hundred miles inland 
from Bolenge. 


Then the true work of the expedition 
began. 


Little was then known of the Bolengese 
tongue and it was at first necessary for 
the linguists in our party to compile a 
dictionary of all the words of the Bolen- 
gese tongue with their meanings in Eng- 
lish. 


This task seems somewhat easy to one 
who has never before tried it and that is 
where the average layman is very wrong. 


Note books were gotten out, pencils 
were sharpened, and a very intelligent- 
looking negro was selected for the work. 
Trasker, the leading linguist in the party, 
then pointed to a tree with a motion to 
the burly black to tell him what it was. 

The negro answered “Bosai.” 


Immediately, the following was written 
in the note book: Tree, Bosai. 


A small portable table was a part of 
the camp equipment and Trasker then 
pointed to that. 

Again the negro replied “Bosai.” 

I was a bit skeptical, but Trasker 
maintained that the tree was wood and 
so was the table, so it was reasonable to 
suppose that bosai meant wood. 

Then the following notation was made 
in the note book: Table, Bosai; Wood, 
Bosai. 

Trasker then pointed to me and the 
negro again replied bosai. 

The laugh was on me and it was also 
on Trasker, for he knew quite well that 
the only word the native had used so far 
had been bosai, and it had been descrip- 
tive of everything. Therefore the com- 
pilation of a dictionary of the Belengese 
tongue was given up as an utterly im- 
possible feat. 

The photographers were busy daily in 
taking pictures of anything and every- 
thing and spending half the night devel- 
oping what they had taken. On one of 
these occasions the moving picture cam- 
eraman developed one of his reels and 
exhibited it. It was a very interesting 
reel and one of the best phases of it 
showed one native pouting his lips at a 
pair of field glasses that had been given 
him to play with while his picture was 
being taken. As he pouted his lips at 
it, another native was bewildered and 
showed it. 

But the showing of this particular reel 
sent home a wonderful pair of ideas into 
the brains of Trasker and I. On the fol- 
lowing morning we began again to com- 
pile a dictionary of the Bolengese tongue. 

This time with more success. 
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For we began with pouting our lips at 
everything in the jungle, and soon had 
something like the following: Tree, 
mbasa; table, balala; wood, mbasa. 

In the course of our work we came to 
the different parts of the human body 
and soon learned that bosai was the Bol- 
engese word meaning finger. 





AS THE TWIG IS BENT, SO’S YOUR 
OLD MAN! 


Now that the coal strike is past and 
gone and every one is thawed out and 
awakened to the fact that their clothes 
have to be sent to the cleaners to have 
the soot removed, the climate takes a 
turn toward warmth. 


Ss @ € 


In the words of the asthmatic poet, 
“Sprig has cub again.” And with Spring 
comes the old desire to love and let love. 


* * * 


Now back in the stone age when a cave 
boy desired a girl friend he promptly 
tied a piece of solidified solution of cal- 
cium carbonate on the end of a stick and 
crashed her dome with it. Then she be- 
came his cavewife and they iived hap- 
pily forever after each other. 


* @ @ 


Later on in history man saw the need 
of a wife with an unfractured skull, so 
he left off beating his potential wife and 
took council with her old man. After 
giving the old man fourteen camels 
(mammals not cigarettes), and working 
as a sheep herder on the old man’s ranch 
for seven years he got the girl. 


* * * 


Solomon soon appeared upon the scene 
and was heralded far and wide as a 
wisecracker. But he wasn’t so wise at 
that. He took on seven hundred wives 
and three hundred ladies-in-waiting (or 
words to these effects) and he led a tough 
life thenceforth till he kicked the bucket. 


* * * 


But, my, my, how things have changed. 
In the present day and age a young blood 
seeks out a female of wealth, yea, much 
wealth. He then annexes a title, dons a 
high hat and a single-barreled eye-glass. 
Needless to say, the nimble-witted lasses 
flock around this baby like flies around 
the corpse of a horse. 


* * * 


Then when the knot is tied and he 
thinks that half the proceeds are made 
out in his name he up and declares him- 
self with the quip, “Ha, ha, I fooled you; 
I ain’t no count; I’m a paperhanger.” 


* * * 


Whereupon the wife lets the cat out 
of the bag and informs her ro-count 
hubby that she is a stenog in the Navy 
Department and not an heiress at all. 


* * x 
Then they both consider it a good joke 
and go back to work. 
ol * * 
But, in the Spring a young man’s fancy 
lightly turns to thoughts of houseclean- 


ing, and that’s that. 
: —Leatherneck, Jr. 
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DRESS CAP 














The Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Corpora- 
tion, which recently produced “The Big 
Parade,” is now busily engaged in an- 
other very Dress Cap movie, the title of 
which is not as.yet decided upon. The 
actors in this film drama will be none 


other than the Leathernecks themselves. , 


Speculation is rife at the present time 
among all Marines as to who the guy 
with the green gloves happens to be. He 
was started by Billy de Beck, the car- 
toonist. It is my theory that this mys- 
terious guy donned green gloves for the 
purpose of eating olives. 


The five-fingered palm goes to Count 
Salm for composing the best song so 
far this season. His sonata is aptly en- 
titled, “Yes, Sir, That’s My Baby.” 


a 


Have you seen the new shoe laces be- 
ing worn with mufti? They are red and 
white, blue and white, etc. They are 
quite hot but have little popularity ex- 
cept among the frosted cakes. 


ee 


Did you see the new girl I had at the 
head of this column in the last issue? 
“Yes, Sir, That’s My Baby.” 


—Leatherneck, Jr. 
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LETTER OF COMMENDATION 
1 March, 1926. 


From: The National Commandant. 
To: Detachment Commander, Theo- 


dore Roosevelt Detachment, 
Marine Corps League, Boston, 
Mass. 


Subject: Letter of Commendation 
upon your 1925 activities. 
Reference: (a) Marine Corps 
League Notes, issue of Tue 
Leatuerneck for May 2, 1925. 

1. A review of the activities. of 
the Marine Corps League for the 
calendar year 1925, shows that 
your detachment stood first in 
membership of the fifty-three de- 
tachments of the Marine Corps 
League. 

2. In accordance with the above 
reference, please express to the 
officers and members of your de- 
tachment my sincere appreciation 
of the splendid showing you have 
made in this connection. 

8. The life of the League de- 
pends upon its strength and ac- 
tivity, which can be perpetuated 
only through combined effort on 
the part of all its members. The 
League is still in its infancy and 
its possibilities have not yet been 
fully developed. They can, how- 
ever, be developed through prac- 
ticable methods combined with en- 
thusiasm. 

4. As you know, the next Na- 
tional Convention will be held in 
Cleveland on November 5 and 6, 
1926, when the detachment obtain- 
ing the greatest number of mem- 
bers will receive a cup. This cup 
will be known as the Detachment 
Membership Trophy and will be 
awarded at each annual convention 
to the representative or delegate 
from the detachment whose cur- 
rent paid-up membership is the 
greatest. The nine detachments 
which follow next in rank will re- 
ceive commendatory letters from 
the National Commandant. 


5. In eonclusion, let me con- 
gratulate you again upon the work 
of your enthusiastic detachment. 
I sincerely hope that you will be 
among the first ten detachments 
this year. 


(Signed) J. A. Leyeune. 











LETTERS OF COMMENDATION— 


signed by the National Commandant, 
have been sent to the ten detachments 
heading the list in last year’s member- 
ship race. A reprint of this award is 
shown in this section. 


FAMOUS CORRESPONDENT AC- 
CEPTS HONORARY MEMBERSHIP 
IN MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 


Floyd Gibbons, well-known war corre- 
spondent of the New York Tribune, has 
recently accepted an honorary member- 
ship in the Marine Corps League. It will 
be recalled that Mr. Gibbons is the author 
of the book entitled “The Battle of Bel- 
leau Wood,” which electrified America 
with its realistic account of that battle. 
It is with great pleasure that the Marine 
Corps League welcomes Mr. Gibbons into 
its fold. 





SETS SATURDAY AS MAGILL 
DAY 





Mayor Asks Citizens to Observe 
Magill Day 


In a proclamation issued to the 
public today, Mayor Joseph C. Wil- 
liams has designated next Satur- 
day, February 20, as Colonel Ma- 
gill day in Erie and calls upon al! 
good citizens to display their flags 
and to keep them displayed from 
Saturday morning through Mon- 
day, which is Washington’s birth- 
day. 

The official proclamation is as 
follows: 

“It having been brought to my 
attention that next Saturday, Feb- 
ruary 20, 1926, marks the fifth an- 
niversary of the death of Colonel 
Louis J. Magill, Erie’s distin- 
guished Marine Corps officer, who 
was the only American officer ever 
to be twice breveted on the same 
day for gallantry in action, and 

“Whereas: The Colonel Louis J. 
Magill Detachment of the Marine 
Corps League is holding a memo- 
rial ceremonial on that day with 
distinguished officers from the Ma- 
rine Corps present, 

“Now, therefore, I, Joseph C. 
Williams, mayor of the city, by the 
authority vested in me, do proclaim 
and declare Saturday, February 20, 
1926, as Colonel Louis J. Magill 
day in Erie and call upon all good 
citizens to display flags and to at- 
tend the memorial exercises in hon- 
or of Colonel Magill, which will be 
held in the Elks’ auditorium on the 
evening of that day. In witness 
whereof I have hereunto affixed my 
hand and seal this 16th day of 
February, 1926. 


“Josep C. Wittrams, 
“Mayor of Erie.” 











THE BELLEAU WOOD MEMORIAL 
ASSOCIATION 


The task of raising sufficient funds for 
the upkeep of Belleau Wood has been 
turned over to a group known as The 
Belleau Wood Memorial Association. 
This Association will raise and invest 
funds that will bring in an annual in- 
come of five thousand dollars, which will 
be used for the improvement and main- 
tenance of this historic site. The im- 
provement program calls for the place- 
ment of suitable markers on the graves, 
the building of a small museum for rel- 
ics of the battle field, the construction 
and outlining of the original trenches, 
and a wall around the Wood itself. 

The original fund will be raised among 
League members who will subscribe to 
the Association. Besides this, each de- 
tachment in the League has been as- 
signed a certain quota of the fund which 
they will raise among their respective 
members. The League now has sixty 
detachments with approximately two 
thousand total membership. : 

For further information relative to 
this Association members should com- 
municate with Major J. C. Fegan, U. S. 
M. C., Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 


NATIONAL DUES— 


have been sent in to the National Pay- 
master with greater promptness this 
year than heretofore, but there are still 
a few delinquents from whom the P. M. 
would like to hear in order that he may 
bring his books up to date. 


LEAGUE NEWS BY STATES 
MASSACHUSETTS 


BOSTON: The first annual banquet 
and ball of the Theodore Roosevelt De- 
tachment, Marine Corps League, was 
held Wednesday evening, February 24th, 
at the Hotel Victoria. There were 150 
Marines and their ladies present and 
everyone had a glorious time. 

An interesting and entertaining pro- 
gram was arranged that kept things 
humming until the deck was cleared for 
dancing, when scores of Leatherneck 
— exponents started to “do their 
stuff.” 

Former Top Sergt. Thomas A. Quinn, 
tenor, well known to local radio fans, 
was obliged to render several encores, 
but the hit of the evening was the Nor- 
folk Quartet, young colored minstrels 
from Virginia, not one of them over 15 
years of age, who had just finished a 
performance at the Republican Legisla- 
tor’s annual dinner. They sang songs 
of the north, and “blues” of the south, 
and strutted and Charlestoned until the 
“ink” was pouring from their faces. The 
U. S. Navy Orchestra, with a reputation 
for “jazz,” never played better. And 
did we sing the Marine’s Hymn? [ll 
say we did!—until everyone in the vicini- 
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ty of the hotel knew the words by heart. 
Gy.-Sergt. Louis Kerxton, U. S. M. C., 
retired, gave an exhibition drill that 
could not be surpassed and made many 
of his younger comrades sit up and take 
notice. 

Capt. John J. Flynn, U. S. M. C. R., 
Commandant of the Detachment, served 
as toastmaster, and after welcoming the 
Marines and their guests, he appointed 
each member a committee of one to bring 
in as many members to the League as 
possible during the ensuing year. Speak- 
ing on the Marine Corps Reserve, he 
said that it was the ambition of General 
Lejeune to establish a reserve of 10,000 
men and urged the Marines of Boston to 
see to it that Boston supplied its quota. 

Representatives .of the nation, state 
and city; Army, Navy and Marine Corps; 
Department Commanders of the G. A. R., 
American Legion, Spanish War Veterans 
and Veterans of Foreign Wars, were 
present. Each speaker attempted to out- 
do his predecessor in extolling the vir- 
tues of the Marine Corps, and if we are 
to believe a tenth of what was said that 
night, the Marine Corps has a warm 
place in the hearts of the people of Bos- 
ton. 

Hon. William S. Youngman, Treasurer 
of Massachusetts, was the guest of hon- 
or and paid a glowing tribute to the 
service of the Marine Corps in the World 
War. “The Marine is always Johnny on 
the spot and he always delivers the 
goods!” said Treasurer Youngman. 
“Semper Fidelis”—Ever faithful. “Sem- 
per Paratus”—Always prepared. Com- 
menting on the excellent work of the 
Marines when they were assigned to pro- 
tect the postoffice trucks carrying regis- 
tered mail in New York, Chicago, etc., 
he said, “If you want to put an end to 
hold-ups on payroll wagons from banks 
to factories, just ‘Call out the Marines.’ ” 

Col. Harry O. Smith, chairman of the 
general committee; Capt. John J. Flynn 
and ist Sergt. George Cataldo, were 
warmly congratulated on their success- 
ful management of the affair. 

Seated at the head table were: Col. 
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Harry O. Smith and Mrs. Smith, Capt. 
John J. Flynn and Mrs. Flynn, Lieut. 
John C. McQueen and Mrs. McQueen, 
Hon. William S. Youngman, State Treas- 
urer of Massachusetts; Lieut. M. S. 
Stover, M. C., S. N.; Department 
Commander Francis J. Goode, American 
Legion; Department Commander Charles 
A. Flanagan, Spanish War Veterans; 
Department Commander Eliot McDowell, 
Veterans Foreign Wars; Major Harrie 
M. Richmond and Mrs. Richmond, and 
Capt. Harry E. Glover and Mrs. Glover. 





Incidentally the Roosevelt detach- 
ment has turned in eleven new mem- 
bers in the past month. 

LAWRENCE—Authority having been 
granted to John F. Manning, 598 An- 
dover Street, by the national command- 
ant of the Marine Corps League, to or- 
ganize a local detachment, an invitation 
is extended to all residents of Lawrence 
and immediate vicinity, to communicate, 
either by telephone or personal visit, 
with Mr. Manning, with the object of 
arranging a meeting between all persons 
who are eligible to membership. Any 
person who is serving or has served at 
any time in the U. S. Marine Corps is 
eligible. Associate membership is open 
to any woman, or man who was attached 
to the Marine Corps and on the Marine 
Corps pay roll, including doctors and 
chaplains, providing they were members 
of the U. S. Army or Navy. Immedi- 
ately after the necessary number re- 
quired have expressed their intention to 
join, an organization meeting will be 
held and necessary officers elected, and a 
name chosen for the detachment. It is 
hoped that every eligible will be on hand, 
so that a majority of the Marine Corps 
veterans will prove the old saying: 
“Once a Marine, always a Marine.” 

In less than half a day after this no- 
tice had been published in a local news- 
paper five applications came in, so it is 
evident that we will soon be able to re- 
port a new detachment in Lawrence. Mr. 
Manning, who is taking the bull by the 
horns in this instance, is a veteran of 


Eleven 


the World War and in his letter to the 
National Adjutant tells a rather pathetic 
tale of war days, when he broaches the 
matter of an appropriate name for the 
detachment. He says: Please furnish me 
with the full name and address of Capt. 
Kirt Green, who sailed for France on the 
Von Steubin in 1918. He went to the 
front in early October, 1918, and was 
killed in action a few minutes after the 
“jump off.” I believe that he was a 
typical Marine, a strict disciplinarian, a 
courageous and kind man, and according 
to his own words I was the cause of mak- 
ing his last night on earth a happy one. 
It happened this way: I was somewhat 
of a vaudeville actor before entering the 
service, and so while at Chation sur 
Chere I put on one of my entertainments 
in the Y hut, and just as [ had finished 
my foolishness the captain’s orderly 
brought word that all men were to go at 
once to their billets. As the men were 
leaving the tent Captain Green offered 
me his hand and said: “Sergeant, there 
is a party going up tonight and I am 
going with them. Some of us may never 
meet again, but before going I want you 
to know that, irrespective of what hap- 
pens, I will never forget the pleasure 
and happiness you brought into our lives 
tonight. God bless you.” I asked if I 
was going with them, but was told no. 
We bid each other good-bye, and he was 
killed, I understand, within the next 
forty-eight hours, while leading his men 
forward. In membory of this man, who, 
I feel, had a presentment and still had 
encouraging words for others and cour- 
age to go to his duty, I want to form a 
detachment here named after him. 





NEW YORK 

NORTH TONAWANDA: This de- 
tachment is growing constantly and 
showing a large gain over last year’s 
activities. Their latest affair of interest 
is a dance, to raise funds for the Belleau 
Wood Memorial. 

Not to forget three new members 
taken in this month. 











CHAPTER V¥ 
“Echoes From the Past.” 


She paused in the brilliant patch of 
moonlight and stood still, as if listening 
for someone or something. Her sudden 
appearance had astonished Hollister, but 
he was even more amazed at the manner 
in which she was dressed—an evening 
gown of silver lace, with a lace shawl 
thrown lightly over ivory shoulders; slen- 
der, silk-clad ankles, and dainty feet 
cased in satin slippers. Of average height 
and slender, with small, regular features 
and a perfect complexion, she made a 
beautiful picture as she stood there, while 
the moonlight, through some mysterious 
alchemy, turned her beautiful hair into 
a halo of pure gold. 

That he should find such a creature, so 
attired, in the fastness of the Haitian 
hills, was beyond the wildest of his 
dreams. She was a dream, he thought, 
as he gazed upon her. 

Some sixth sense must have warned 
her of his presence, for she suddenly 
turned in his direction and peered in- 
tently at the tree behind which he had 
concealed himself. Hollister decided that 
the best course was to reveal himself, 
and, removing his helmet, he stepped 
boldly forth into the moonlight. She 
gave a little startled gasp, and then said 
in English: “Oh, how you frightened 
me! Are you the white man fer whom 
my father has been calling? Yes, you 
must be. Come, we must hurry to him,” 
and without waiting for a reply she 
turned and hurried up the path. 

Bewildered, Hollister paused a mo- 
ment, and then started after her. To 
add to his amazement she had spoken to 
him in perfect English. The wildest flight 
of imagination could not account for her 
presence. She couldn’t be a native, for 
there was no trace of negro ancestry in 
her beautiful face. 

“IT don’t remember that your father 
sent for me,” he said, reaching her side, 
“but I hope that I may be of some as- 
sistance. Of course this is rather in- 
formal and unconventional, but I think I 
had better introduce myself. I am Cap- 
tain Leonard Hollister of the Gen- 
darmerie d’Haiti.” 

_ “IT am pleased to meet you, Captain,” 
she replied, holding out a small, shapely 
hand, “and I am Dorothea Lonsdale.” 

Hollister took her hand in his for an 
instant, but this momentary contact sent 
the blood tingling through his veins. 

“It is a very pleasant surprise, Miss 
Lonsdale, to find you here. Would I seem 
too inquisitive if I ask whether you live 
here?” asked Hollister. 

“Of course not,” she laughed. “Yes, I 
live here; in fact, I have never lived any- 
where else. I know that sounds strange, 
but my father will tell you everything, 
oh, much better than I could. There are 
some things I don’t understand. Listen 
...’ The monotonous, rythmic beat of 
tom-toms fell on their ears. “I often 
hear that sound, but I do not know what 
it is. Oh! there is so much. Sometimes 
my father leaves me and is gone for days. 
I only know that he goes over on the 
other side of the mountains. I have al- 


ways longed to see all the world. Of 
course I have read about it in my books, 
but I want to see everything myself. In 
two months I will see it,” she finished, 
proudly. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


White Gold 
Story of Voodooism In Haiti 
By Don Hyde, U. S. M. C. 


Final Installment 


“Why will you see the world in two 
months?” Hollister asked, curiously. 

“I will be eighteen,” she answered, 
“and my father has promised to take me 
away from here then.” 

Hollister was frankly puzzled. She 
said that she had never lived anywhere 
but in this valley. Where then had she 
secured her education, breeding, and 
clothes? She had spoken of her father. 
Could the father of this beautiful crea- 
ture be the archfiend behind all that had 
happened? The possibility that she 
might be “leading him on” flashed into 
his mind. He didn’t trust any woman— 
now. 

They soon reached the gardens sur- 
rounding the large, square, stone house, 
and as they passed along the well-kept 
paths, Hollister felt that whoever lived 
in this place must be a lover of beauty. 

Upon arrival at the house, Dorothea 
ran lightly up a short flight of steps and 
stood in the arched doorway, beckoning 
for him to follow. With some feeling of 
uneasiness, Hollister mounted the steps 
and passed through the doorway into a 
large central hall, which he judged to be 
the principal room of the house. Doro- 
thea continued down the hall and stopped 
before a closed door. 

“My father is in here. Enter,” she or- 
dered imperiously, swinging the door 
wide. 

Hollister passed through the doorway 
and found himself in a small chamber 
lighted by a hanging lamp. In the cen- 
ter of the room was a chaise lounge, and 
lying on it was the man who must be her 
father. He was thin and emaciated, and 
his eyes were bright with fever. Above 
his carefully trimmed beard the skin was 
deathly pale. 

Hollister went to his side and addressed 
him: “Good evening, sir.” The man on 
the lounge roused himself, glanced at 
Hollister, and then, covering his eyes 
with his hand, sank back with a groan. 

“This dammed fever,” he muttered. 
“Oh, God, for a white man. Someone 
whom I could trust. Dorothea, Derothea, 
my poor little girl.” 

Dorothea rushed to his side and tried 
to quiet him. “Hush, father dear; hush,” 
she said in a soothing tone. “Your white 
man is here, see,” and she pointed to Hol- 
lister. 

The sick man again aroused himself 
and looked carefully at Hollister. 

“Ts that he, honey?” he asked. 
I thought I was still delirious.” 

Here he raised himself on one elbow 
and addressed Hollister: 

“I beg your pardon, sir, but as you 
see, I am a sick man, and I was sure that 
the fever had me again. A _ hundred 
times in the past week I have thought 
someone had come in answer to my pray- 
ers, but always I found that it was a 
delusion. Draw up a chair and tell me 


“Why, 
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who you are and how in the world you 
happened to arrive here at this particu- 
lar moment.” 

Hollister drew up a chair and seated 
himself beside the chaise lounge. Doro- 
thea was seated on the floor on the op- 
posite side, and she held one of her 
father’s hands caressingly. 

“I am Captain Leonard Hollister of 
the Gendarmerie d’Haiti,” repiied Hol- 
lister. “My story of how I happen to be 
here is very long, and I fear that I may 
tire you.” He glanced meaningly in Doro- 
thea’s direction. 

The sick man seemed to understand. 
He pressed Dorothea’s hand and smiled 
at her. 

“Please leave us alone, dear, we have 
much to tell each other. Have Saduc 
sent to me,” he said. 

“But father, Saduc left the valley early 
this morning and has not. returned,” she 
replied. 

“What!” he cried. “Left without first 
seeing me? I shall make him pay dearly 
for this. Leave us, dear; and, oh yes, 
have one of the servants bring supper 
for our guest.” 

Dorothea arose, leaned down and kissed 
her father, flashed a smile at Hollister, 
and left the room. That smile made his 
heart skip several beats. What a per- 
fectly adorable creature she was! How 
dark the room seemed without her radi- 
ant presence! 

“Saduc?” He-thought of the aged 
negro who lay dead in the passage. 

“Who is Saduc?” he inquired. 

“He is my right-hand man,” replied 
Dorothea’s father. “If you ever saw him 
once you could not fail to remember him. 
He is an old negro of immense size; in 
his younger days he was the most pow- 
erful man I ever knew. Never mind that 
now. I presume you want to know who 
Iam. I am Henry R. Lonsdale of Lon- 
don. Now that we are alone, I shall ap- 
preciate it if you will tell me your story.” 

Rapidly Hollister related the various 
events, beginning with the affair at the 
bank. When he mentioned the incident 
Fourreau had told him of the white man, 
who with his wife and party had disap- 
peared, Lonsdale interrupted him. 

“So they did spy on me,” he mused. 
“T always suspected it. I suppose Saduc 
must have known of it and killed the 
agent of the police. But pardon me; con- 
tinue your story.” 

When he told of meeting the monster 
in the cavern, Lonsdale nodded, “Yes, 
that must have been Saduc.” 

Finally Hollister finished his story. 

“So you see, sir,” he concluded, “I was 
forced to shoot Saduc in self-defense. I 
regret it, but it was unavoidable. Now, 
if you feel able, I should like to hear 
your story.” 

Lonsdale was silent for a moment, lost 
in thought. Finally he raised his head 
and addressed Hollister: 

“T hardly know where to begin, Cap- 
tain. First of all, I want to assure you 
that I know nothing of the death and 
disappearance of your men. Furthermore, 
I knew nothing of Saduc’s visit to Port 
au Prince. 

“For the past two months my health 
has been failing, and about a week ago 
I became delirious. After listening to 
your story, I have a terrible suspicion 
of what may have happened.” 
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Here Lonsdale was interrupted by a 
differential knock at the door. “Come 
in,” he called, and a servant entered with 
Hollister’s supper. He waited until the 
supper had been laid out on a little table, 
then he addressed the servant in Creole. 

“Bring Francois to me,” he ordered. 
Turning to Hollister, who was losing no 
time in disposing of his repast, he con- 
tinued. 

“First I want to find out what became 
of your men. I have sent for Francois, 
and I believe that he will know of any- 
thing that Saduc may have done. Saduc 
had a terrible hold over all the natives 
in the valley. As you surmised, he was 
a voodoo priest. I see now that it would 
have been better had I stamped cut voo- 
doo here; but, on the other hand, it served 
my purpose to let it flourish, When 
Francois hears of Saduc’s death he will 
gladly tell all he knows. Saduc was 
feared, not loved. Ah, here he is.” 

An old negro with snow-white hair en- 
tered the room and, upon seeing Hollis- 
ter, gave a slight start. He turned to 
Lonsdale. “You sent for me, Master?” 
he inquired, in Creole. 

“Yes, Francois; I have something to 
tell you. Saduc lies dead in the cavern 
of the Great Spirit!” 

Francois gave a startled cry, “Impos- 
sible, impossible. Why Saduc was the 
incarnation of the Great Spirit; he could 
never die.” 

“Yet he jis dead,” replied Lonsdale. 
“Captain Hollister here shot him in self- 
defense. There is no question but that 
he is dead. Now tell me all you know 
of Saduc’s visit to Port au Prince, and 
the death and disappearance of the Cap- 
tain’s men.” 

“Yes, Master,” said Francois. “If 
Saduc is surely dead, I will gladly tell 
you all I know, but I know very little. 
Five days ago Saduc left for Port au 
Prince. He returned the day before yes- 
terday, very early in the morning. He 
said nothing to anyone. The men who 
accompanied him would not speak. After 
a little he took these four men who had 
accompanied him to Port au Prince and 
left the valley. Later these men returned 
with two prisoners, whom they said you 
had ordered confined. Saduc did not re- 
turn. That is all, Master.” 

“Very well, Francois. Have these men 
released and brought to me immedi- 
ately,” ordered Lonsdale. 

Francois bowed and left the room. 

“Who has been caring for you during 
your illness, Mr. Lonsdale?” suddenly in- 
quired Hollister. 

“Saduc,” replied Lonsdale. “He was 
skilled in the use of native remedies, and 
at times effected some really marvelous 
cures.” 

“Has it occurred to you, sir, that pos- 
sibly you trusted Saduc too far? You 
say your illness started about two 
months ago. This evening your daugh- 
ter told me that you plan to leave this 
place forever in about two months. Did 
Saduc know of your plans?” 

“Certainly, Captain. Saduc was per- 
fectly familiar with all my plans.” 

“I do not know why you are here, Mr. 
Lonsdale, but it seems to me that your 
leaving didn’t fit in with Saduc’s plans, 
whatever they were. His surreptitious 


visit to Port au Prince and his subse- 
quent actions all support that theory.” 
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“Just what do you mean?” inquired 
Lonsdale. 

“Simply this,” replied Hollister. “I 
fully believe that Saduc has been sys- 
tematically feeding you some of his hell- 
ish poisons in the medicine he has been 
giving you.” 

“Impossible!” ejaculated Lonsdale. 
“Yet, let me see. By God, you may be 
right after all, Captain. I haven’t taken 
any of his medicine for nearly twenty- 
four hours now and I do feel better than 
I have for weeks.” 

At this point there was another knock 
at the door and Francois, with the two 
missing men, entered. Their faces lighted 
with pleasure upon seeing Hollister. 

“Corporal,” said Hollister, “tell me all 
you can remember of what happened 
after I left the camp.” 

“We were unpacking the animals and 
clearing the brush away as you had or- 
dered, sir, when I heard a steaithy step 
behind me. I started to turn, when sud- 
denly I felt a slight prick, as if I had 
been stuck with a needle, and then every- 
thing went black. I knew nothing until 
I awoke and found that I was locked up 
in this place.” 

“Do you know that Jean-Jacques was 
killed?” asked Hollister. 

“No, sir,” replied the corporal, “but I 
feared that something like that had hap- 
pened. We were not frightened, Cap- 
tain; we knew that you would come and 
rescue us.” 

With a smile Hollister turned to Lons- 
dale and said: “I shall appreciate it very 
much if you will have suitable quarters 
prepared for my men and some food 
cooked for them.” 

“Certainly,” replied Lonsdale, and he 
transmitted these orders to Francois, who 
bowed and left the room with the two 
Gendarmes. 

“Not much information there,” said 
Hollister. “By the way, can’t you get 
hold of the men that accompanied Saduc? 
We ought to be able to learn something 
from them.” 

“We will see them in the morning, 
Captain. They are at the dance you saw 
tonight, and are probably so drunk by 
now that it would be useless to attempt 
to question them. Besides, it is impos- 
sible for them to leave the vailey. Cap- 
tain, I dislike very much to appear un- 
hospitable, but I feel an overpowering 
drowsiness coming upon me. I skall have 
suitable accommodations prepared for 
your men and I shall also have a room 
prepared for you. You can rest here 
without fear; you are as safe as if you 
were in your own house. In the morn- 
ing I shall tell you my history and try 
to clear up this mystery.” 

Suddenly Hollister thought of Four- 
reau, waiting alone on the mountainside 
by the entrance to the cave. 

“T nearly forgot, Mr. Lonsdale, but I 
have a companion, Lieutenant Fourreau, 
who is waiting for my signal. If you 
have no objections I shall go outside and 
fire the two shots which we agreed upon 
as the signal, and then I will wait for 
him,” said Hollister. 

“Very well, Captain; I shall see that a 
room is prepared for him, too. Good 
night.” 

Hollister left the room, passed through 
the large central hall and went outside 
in the cool night air. Drawing his pis- 
tol, he fired two shots in the air. 
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CHAPTER V1 
“Dorothea” 


Tired out and exhausted from the 
strenuous experiences of the previous 
day, Hollister slept late the next morn- 
ing, and the sun was already high above 
the hills when he arose. He found that 
his soiled clothing had been washed and 
ironed, and lay ready for him on a chair 
near his bed. Toilet articles were laid 
out on a washstand in one corner of the 
room. After shaving, he dressed and 
descended to the lower floor. 

Here he found Lonsdale seated at a 
desk in the large central hall, with a 
large mass of papers before him. He 
looked much better than he had the night 
before, though he was still pale, and the 
lines on his ‘face gave mute evidence of 
the terrible ordeal through which he had 
passed. 

Upon seeing Hollister, he arose and 
greeted him heartily. “Good morning, 
Captain. I trust that you had a good 
night’s sleep. Did Lieutenant Fourreau 
arrive safely?” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Lonsdale,” replied Hol- 
lister, “he arrived soon after I gave the 
signal. I judge, though, that he hasn’t 
as yet put in an appearance this morn- 
ing.” 

“No, he hasn’t.. At least I haven’t seen 
him, and I knew you both must be tired, 
so I didn’t want to call you. Sit down, 
Captain, and I shall have your breakfast 
—- in here; we can talk while you 
eat.” 

Lonsdale rang a small bell on his 
desk, and when the servant entered he 
ordered him to bring breakfast for Hol- 
lister. He then turned to Hollister. 

“I know you must be very anxious to 
hear my story and have the rest of this 
mystery cleared up,” said Lonsdale, lean- 
ing back in his chair and lighting a cig- 
arette. “To begin with, did you ever 
hear of the Lamours? No? Well, that 
is not surprising. They were a very pow- 
erful and influential family in France be- 
fore the revolution. At that time, as 
you know, what is now the Republic of 
Haiti was a French colony, and the house 
of Lamour owned vast estates through- 
out the island. On one of these estates, 
it was rumored, there was a gold mine. 

“At the time of the French Revolution, 
the family, being of the aristocracy and 
nobility, was driven from France; and 
all their possessions, including the es- 
tates in Haiti, were seized by the gov- 
ernment.” 

Here Lonsdale paused while the serv- 
ant entered with Hollister’s breakfast, 
which he laid out on a small table. He 
waited until Hollister had arranged him- 
self and commenced eating, and then 
continued. 

“The government searched for this 
lost mine, but never located it. It finally 
became one of the many legends in Haiti, 
and many different stories were told re- 
garding it. The story of the ‘Basin 
Rouge’ that you heard is one of them. 
It is a queer story and I have never 
been able to account for its origin, espe- 
cially that part about the red fire. It 
served a useful purpose for me, though, 
as I will tell you later. 

“As I said before, the members of the’ 
House of Lamour were driven from 
France and some of them settled in 
England. My wife, Dorothea’s mother, 
was the last of the line. There had al- 

Continued on page twenty-six 
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Modernized 


Here lies the bones of Jack and Jill 
Who took the pail a-top the hill; 
This famous bucket they did fil] 
At Hiram Johnson’s moonshine still. 


Bride (to clerk in store): Please, sir, 
I'd like a little oven. 
Salesman: Er—pardon me. Not while 


your husband’s along.—Pathfinder. 


Mr. White: Crenshaw, I take great pleasure 
in giving you 3.5 for your quarterly marks. 

Crenshaw: Then make it 4.0, sir, and enjoy 
yourself immensely —Training Station News. 





Munson (at studio): I don’t want a 
large picture. 
Reynolds (photographer): 


then keep your mouth closed. 


All right, 


Purchaser: “What is the charge for 
this battery?” 
Garageman: “One and one-half volts.” 
Purchaser: “Well, how much is that in 
American money ?”—The Ink Slinger. 





Irate Manager: “Late again! Have 
you ever done anything on time?” 
His Clerk: “I bought a car.” 
—Treat "Em Square. 


She: “But what is your reason for 
wanting to marry me?” 
He: “Why, because I love you!” 
She: “That’s no reason. That’s an ex- 


cuse.”—Sea Bag. 


Waiter (to professor of English): Did 
you say pudden, sir? 

Enraged Diner: I did not—and I hope 
I never shall.—Pathfinder. 


He—Do you want to marry a one-eyed 


man? 
She: No, dearest. Why? 


He: Then let me carry the umbrella. 
—Colorado Lookout. 


It’s Possible 


“Haven't I seen your face before some place?” 
asked the masher. 
“I shouldn’t be surprised,” replied the girl 
frigidly; “I seldom go any place without it.” 
—The American Legion Weekly. 


“What is a golf ball?” 

“A golf ball is what a man chases when 
he gets too old to chase anything else.”— 
McAllister and Lancaster, Loew’s Circuit. 


Abie (shipwrecked): “Ike, I see a sail.” 
Ike: “Vell, vot of it? Ve aim got any 
samples.”—Rammer Jammer. 


In a Furniture Store: Have you any 
sealing wax? 

Puny Punster: No, lady. We only 
have floor wax.—Rutgers Chanticleer. 











“The men are all picked,” said the 
officer. : 

“Too bad,” wailed the pretty little 
thing, “I would have picked that second 
lieutenant for mine.”—The Come-Back. 


“What’s your roommate like?” 
“Darn near everything I’ve got.” 
—Columbia Jester. 





Company Commander (bawling out recruit 
who has fallen in at drill formation without 
rifle): “Wake up, son; suppose you were going 
into battle, what would you think of a soldier 
without a rifle?” 

Recruit: “I'd think he was an officer, sir.” 
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Second Helping? 


“Have an accident?” asked the fellow 
who arrived at the scene of a motor-car 
wreck too late to be of any help. 

“No, thanks,” replied the victim, as he 
picked himself up. “I’ve just had one.” 

—Washington Herald. 


Angry parent striding in dimly lighted 
room: “Young man, I'll teach you to 
make love to my daughter!” 

Daring Dan: “Wish you’ would, old 
boy; I’m not making much headway.” 

—Grinnell Register. 





Waiter, this steak is terribly tough. 
Sir, we are not responsible for the 
morals of our food. 





Girl (interested in the old salt’s yarn): 
And the cannibals didn’t harm you, after 
all? 

Old Salt: Bless yer, no, miss! They 
didn’t have a saucepan my size. 





Rookie: Where do jailbirds come from? 
Old Timer: They are raised from Larks, 
Bats and Swallows—Voo Doo. 





Edna: “Why do you call your Ford The 
Crapshooter?” 
Dan: “Shake, rattle and roll.” 
—Oklahoma Sea Bag. 





“Have you heard about the new mis- 
sionary movement?” 
. “No; is it anything like the Charles- 
ton?” 





Little Boy: Pop, I ain’t going to school 
no more. 

Dad: Why? 

Little Boy: I'll never learn to spell. 
The teacher keeps changing the words, 
every day.—Hurty-Peck. 





“Good heavens, man! What’s the mat- 
ter with your face? Were you in an 
automobile smash-up ?” 

“No. I was getting shaved by a lady 
barber when a mouse ran across the 
floor.”—London Passing Show. 
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A Revolving Rug 


One of Irving Cobb’s best stories con- 
cerns an appraiser who was sent to a 
home to appraise the contents. The 
entries in his book halted when the ap- 
praiser came to a table on which a ful! 
bottle of old Scotch stood. After a min- 
ute he continued the entries. 

“One bottle of old Scotch whiskey 
partly full.” 

“One revolving Turkish rug.” 

—Kablegram. 


Nothing to Brag About 


Not long ago I was told of a bank 
which takes on a number of young men 
during the summer, and on their salary 
receipts is printed a legend something 
like this: 

“Your salary is your personal busi- 
ness—a confidential matter—and should 
not be disclosed to anybody else.” One 
of the boys in signing his receipt added: 

“T won’t mention it to anybody. I’m 
just as much ashamed of it as you are.” 

—Old Colony News Letter. 





Henry: I love you. You are beautiful. 
Penelope: You flatter me. 


Henry: I do not. Why your eyes— 
your eyes, they shine like the pants of a 
blue serge suit.—The Cocoanuts. 


Summary Court Officer: Now Private 
Blank, have you anything further to offer 
this court that will cause it not to im- 
pose the extreme penalty for your of- 
fense? 

Private Blank: Well, sir, I haven’t 
anything with me, but I will fix you up 
pay day.—Infantry Journal. 


Action Suspended 


Oscar: Belts are passe now. 

Oswald: So I heard. I put suspenders 
on my flivver and now the darn thing 
won’t run.—Washington Herald. 


Customer: Do you serve lobsters? 
Restaurateur: Yes, we cater to all 
classes. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


His Pupil 
Mr. Blank, in characterizing a former 
employee, who is now a rival and com- 
petitor, said: “Why, he’s a sharper, a 
thief, and a liar, and I taught him all he 
knows.”—Literary Digest. 





She: “What color do you prefer for 
brides?” 
He: “White is my first choice.” 





Old Gentleman (seeing the small col- 
ored boy was having some trouble in get- 
ting away with the large melon he was 
trying to eat): “Too much melon, isn’t 
it, Rastus?” 

Small Colored Boy: “No, sir, boss; not 
enough niggah.”—Success. 





A Timely Note 
4,076 people died last year of gas. 
39 inhaled it. 
37 put a lighted match to it. 
4,000 STEPPED ON IT. 
—lInfantry Journal. 





Captain: If this storm doesn’t let up, I 
shall have to heaveto. 

Seasick Passenger: What a horrid way 
of putting it! 


Three Ships 
“Why did the Spanish Armada fail?” 
was a question once asked in an exami- 
nation at Annapolis. The reply of one 
student has become historic: “For lack 
of three ships—seamanship, marksman- 
ship and leadership.” 





Floorwalker, to much excited man who 
has just rushed into a department store: 

“May I help you, sir?” 

“Yes; I’ve lost my wife.” 

“I see, sir; the mourning department 
is on the tenth floor.”—La. Sta. News. 





“Ts my tire flat?” 
“Tt’s a little flat at the bottom, but the 
rest of it’s O. K.” 





“So, she refuses to give you back your 
ring. Well, you can’t make her.” 

“Perhaps not, but the installment man 
can.”—U. S. Navy Magazine. 





Anxious Old Lady (on river steamer): 
“I say, my good man, is this boat going 
up or down?” 

Surly Deckhand: “Well, she’s a leaky 
old tub, ma’am, so I shouldn’t wonder if 
she was going down. Then again, her 
b’ilers ain’t none too good, ’n she might 
go up.”—Pittsburgh Press. 


) o. 


Sheik: Say, boy, can you take a joke? 
Taxi Driver: Sure, where do you 





wanna go? 
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Sitting Pretty 


“Well, Betty, and what progress are 
you making toward matrimony ?” 
“T think I’m on my last lap, uncle.” 
=—The Whipple Echo. 





“Bill has seventeen diamonds in his 
hand. 

“Did he rob a jewelry store?” 

“No; he holds a royal flush.” 


Five reasons why Harry joined the 
Gyrenes: 

1. Helen. 

2. Dorothy. 

3. Ethel. 

4. Mildred. 

5. Harriet. 


Prospective Employer: What did you 
do while in the service? 
Discharged Private: I was an executor, 


sir. 
P.E.: What’s that? 
D.P.: Well, whenever anything was 


to be done, the commanding officer would 
give the order to the sergeant, the ser- 
geant would tell it to the corporal, the 
corporal would pass it on to me, and I 
would execute it. 


Some men’s idea of an efficient office 
clerk is one who gets things so mixed up 
that they can’t get along without him. 





From The Recruiter 
Rogers: Hillis, give me a_ sentence 
with the word asthma. 
Hillis: Yes, sir, asthma baby. 


She: Your wife dresses quietly, doesn’t 
she? 

He: You should hear her yell when 
she’s trying to get into a 36 brassiere. 





Recruiter (to Salvation Army lass): 
Do you save women, too? 

S. A. Lass: Yes. 

Recruiter: Awright, then, save me a 
blonde. 
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OPEN FORUM 

The Leatherneck is now appealing for 
coéperation in distribution of its mail. A 
first sergeant writes the following: “I 
do not believe it is amiss for me to say 
that the fact that a great number of sub- 
scribers do not receive their copies is 
one of the principal reasons for men not 
subscribing, as I have heard numerous 
complaints of this nature. 

“At Quantico it is possible to purchase 
the current issues of The Leatherneck at 
the branch Post Exchange, but, unfor- 
tunately, it can not be done at this post, 
and naturally one has to depend entirely 
on his subscription, and when that fails 
him he is, to use a common phrase, ‘out 
of luck.’ 

“Please do not consider me a crank, 
but rather as a Marine who is lost with- 
out the issues of The Leatherneck, which 
contains more Marine Corps news than 
any of the other service publications.” 

We get these complaints regularly. 
The staff of one officer and three enlisted 
men work overtime, including Sundays 
and holidays, in order to keep the work 
up. Change sheets are inspected each day 
for transfers. When complaints are made 
they are given personal attention. It is 
not humanly possible to spend more time 
and effort in keeping the files in good 
shape. For this reason The Leatherneck 
requests that all first sergeants, mail or- 
derlies, Navy mail clerks, and all others 
who handle The Leatherneck give us all 
the assistance they can in getting the 
copies to the addressees. If copies are 
received for men who have been trans- 
ferred, discharged, and so forth, please 
notify us. This will enable us to give 
better service. We are very anxious that 
every subscriber receive his copy. A 
postal card notifying us of error will ef- 
fect the correction of our files. 
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THE LEATHERNECK COOPERATING 

In this issue you will see a very high 
class of advertising. These advertisers 
appear in The Leatherneck for two rea- 
sons, one of which is the circulation 
among Marines. The other is the co- 
operation The Leatherneck gives both 
the advertiser and Marines. 

We offer a few examples of this serv- 
ice: A new advertiser contracts for 
space in The Leatherneck. His advertis- 
ing is read by every Marine in the Corps 
and by most ex-Marines. But, as addi- 
tional service, The Leatherneck advises 
the Marine Corps Post Exchanges that 
this advertiser is cooperating with them 
by advertising his merchandise in The 
Leatherneck. Suggestions are made to 
better the service. 

A contract for the advertising of 
Chesterfield cigarettes was secured a few 
weeks ago. Post Exchanges were noti- 
fied immediately. The business manager 
of The Leatherneck called on the manu- 
facturer, Liggett & Meyers Tobacco 
Company, and their advertising agents, 
Newell-Emmett Company. Direct sales 
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were established for some of the Post 
Exchanges. A saving was effected which 
amounted to a large sum. 


This issue contains an advertisement 
of Camel cigarettes. The same coopera- 
tion is given to the manufacturer, J. B. 
Reynolds Tobacco Company, and their 
advertising agents, N. W. Ayer & Son. 

Advertising, in addition to its mer- 
chandising value, aids the Marine Corps 
Institute in its aim to make the Marine 
Corps the best educated military service 
in the world. Advertising pays a large 
part of the cost of publishing The Leath- 
erneck. No profit is made by The Leath- 
erneck, it being a Marine Corps activity, 
operating similar to the Post Exchanges. 
Its purpose is to broadcast educational 
propaganda to as many people as pos- 
sible. In order to carry out its mission 
most successfully it publishes interesting 
news and features. The educational 
propaganda occupies advertising posi- 
tion. It is advertising of a very high 
class. In this issue former Secretary of 
the Navy Josephus Daniels tells it to 
the Marines. Many other prominent 





My dear General: 


+ 


organization. 


Commandant, 


Washington, D. C. 





THE WHITE HOUSE 
WASHINGTON 


General Lord, The Director of the 
Bureau of the Budget, has called to my atten- 
tion certain paragraphs in Bulletin No. 85, 
Headquarters U. S. Marine Corps, Office of 
the Quartermaster, and has pointed out 
various instructions to the field in the in- 
terest of economy in Marine Corps operations 
which are in line with what I know has been 
the consistent and continuing policy of your 
I felt I must express to you 
my appreciation of the effort you are making 
in the interest of saving without loss of 
efficiency, and wish that this word of appro- 
bation might be announced to your personnel. 


Sincerely yours, 


/s/ Calvin Coolidge 


Major General John A. Lejeune, i 


U. S. Marine Corps, 








Editor’s Note:—The above letter, recently received by the Major General Com- 
mandant, is very complimentary to the Marine Corps, and should encourage us to 
renewed efforts in carrying out and conforming to the economic policy of Headquarters 
and, at the same time, that of the Administration. 
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men contribute articles of this nature. 
They are very helpful. 

As an aid to this educational work The 
Leatherneck took up the question of a 
lower tuition rate for Marine Corps In- 
stitute instructors attending night 
school at Emerson Institute. This school 
is one of the best private educational in- 
stitutions in the world. Its tuition rates 
are necessarily high because of the ex- 
cellent quality of instruction. It is one 
of the few fully accredited schools hav- 
ing evening classes. At the request of 
The Leatherneck the rates were reduced 
to approximately one-half, not only for 
Marines, but for soldiers and sailors as 
well. Too much praise can not be given 
for such liberal cooperation. The effect 
of this will be a better educated person- 
nel of the Marine Corps Institute and an 
opportunity for all service men _ in 
Washington to improve their education 
at nominal cost. 





NOTICE TO RESERVISTS ABOUT 
THE MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 


The Major General Commandant has 
decided to extend to members of the 
Marine Corps Reserve, Class III, who 
are active Institute students at the time 
of their transfer from the regular Ma- 
rine Corps, the privilege of continuing 
in the courses in which they are enrolled. 
This also applies to those already in this 
class of the Reserve if they were active 
students at the time of their transfer. 
This is new evidence of the sincere in- 
terest of the regular Marine Corps in 
the civilian careers of its former mem- 
bers. An opportunity is thus offered to 
Reservists to complete, free of charge, 
the general education or special training 
which the generosity of the Corps en- 
abled them to begin. It is hoped that 
many will avail themselves of this priv- 
ilege. The Marine Corps Institute will 
make them welcome and promises them 
the same genuine service and enthusias- 
tie cooperation which it gives to stu- 
dents on the active list. 

Attention is called to the fact this 
permission applies only to Class III of 
the Reserve and the Institute cannot give 
instruction to members of any other 
class. 





The following bit of verse was writ- 
ten in the home of a Marine who is sta- 
tioned at Philadelphia. 


TO MY BOY 


I am sitting and I’m thinking 
Of a boy I loved so dear, 
How I cherished him so fondly 
As the time flew year by year. 


Yet I’m proud to know my youngster, 
In his uniform of greens, 

Is a true and loyal soldier 
In the ranks of the Marines. 


Though it fills my heart with sadness 
To be from him far away, 

Still there’s joy in hopeful dreaming 
Of that glad homecoming day. 


When my boy, with marks of honor, 
Will come marching home again 

To his mother and all loved ones, 
With the praise of loyal men. 


Then, think not that we'll forget you 
As the tedious years roll on; 

For a mother’s love’s undying 
For her darling soldier son. 
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AROUND GALLY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford 
Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 











February is not an ideal month for 
bathing in a pond or river in New Eng- 
land, and Captain H. W. Ousterhaus, of 
the Navy Yard, with Marine Gunner J. S. 
McNulty, of the Naval Prison, Ports- 
mouth, N. H., were certainly nut to be 
envied when they recently took a header 
through the ice, while on inspection. One 
of the prisoners rushed to their relief, 
and they fortunately experienced no ill 
after-effects. They are said to be averse 
to a repetition of the experiment. 

* * os 


Snow and ice with intense cold was 
the weather during the whole of my visit 
to this New Hampshire station, but the 
men of the command were in excellent 
health and spirits. Captain C. A. Wynn, 
late of the splendid U. S. S. Utah guard, 
has been added to Colonel Underwood’s 
staff at the Prison, while Major W. T. 
Hoadley and Captain F. D. Creamer have 
gone to the Barracks Detachment. 

7. a 

Portsmouth has a number of fine 
“noncoms,” some of whom I have men- 
tioned in this column previously. Sgt. 
“Chubby” Daleiden, the Navy mail clerk, 
is just now enthusiastic over the new 
radio set recently installed, and with 
First Sgt. “Hoppy” Hopcroft, would al- 
most rather listen in than eat and sleep. 
Sgt. “Dan” Danziger and Q. M. Sgt. Ros- 
coe Ellis have reached their fifteenth and 
sixteenth birthdays in the Corps and are 
certainly looking fit. 

ok * * 

“Pop” Greenwood, Gy. Sgt., is as ever 
alert and on the job with that mysteri- 
ously human twinkle of the eye which 
has always made him famous. The mail 
orderly is a favorite with everybody, re- 
liable and speedy in his duties. “Billy” 
Spencer, a corporal, is very much pleased 
when his burden of mail brings joy to 
the heart of the sometimes almost for- 
gotten boy, late of Quantico, just as 
much as the numerous epistles to the 
well-known Sheik of the Company. Cor- 
porals “Dick” Coleman nad “Mike” Mar- 
tin have now fifteen and twenty years 
to their credit, while Corporals W. Gur- 
ley, “Mac” McFadden, and “Pearly” 
Pearl measure up nearly twenty-four 
years between them. 

* * oS 

The corporals to be found at the Bar- 
racks are known familiarly as “Andy,” 
“Bobbie,” “Jack,” “Fanny,” “Johnny,” 
“Tommie,” “Trim,” “Turner,” “Trotter,” 
“The Sheik,” and “Jimmie.” Quite a 
family affair, of course; and officially, 
Frank Andrews, R. J. Caldwell, J. W. 
Craig, Albert Fanty, Tandy Johnson, W. 
C. Thompson, F. R. Trimble, H. Turner, 
R. Whittaker, and J. A. Woodland. It’s 
not often you run across a group of 
names like this and I can assure you that 
every fellow is worthy of adding to his 
name U. S. M. C. 

x ia 

The sergeants of the same company 
contain a Furey (Geo. S.), “Bill” Rider, 
“Buster” Brown, still the heavyweight 
canteen steward; “Jimmie” Jimmerson at 
the mess, “Bill” Kelley, “Lefty” Lefko- 
witz, Ernest Maddox, and “Pop” Ruell, 
who rejoices in the Christian name of 
Napoleon. 


Seventeen 


Sergeants Garris and Shumate, as also 
Corporal Martin, were on the sick list 
during my visit, but I earnestly hope by 
this time they are well again and on 
duty. A little bird also whispered that 
Sergeant “Buckie” Harris has set his 
eyes longingly on Quantico in the not 
distant future. Wilbur Kunes, “Dave” 
Myers, “Tex” Robertson, and Earl Rose 
are the quartette to make up the full list 
of sergeants and are followed by a sex- 
tette of corporals known to the world as 
“Bank” Banker, Robert Boyd, “Deacon” 
Crawford, “Jimmie” Dougherty, Frank 
Hintze, and George Livingston. 


* * * 


The well-known trio of Marine gun- 
ners, C. A. Johnson, C. B. Loring, and 
J. S. McNulty, are hard to beat, while 
their service has been of a patient and 
loyal character in many posts of the 
Corps. McNulty is awfully proud of the 
young Marine who runs around his home, 
keeping mother and dad busy. 





QUITE UNUSUAL 
By John H. Clifford 


I went to California when its summer 
skies were gray; 

I found folks wearing heavy furs and 
overcoats each day; 

And when I remonstrated them they’d 
turn the other way, 

As shiveringly, and shakingly, and 
mumblingly they’d say: 

It’s unusual; this is quite, yes quite, 

unusual. 


Chorus 


Unusual; yes, this is quite unusual; 
We do not have this horrid weather here. 
Our skies are always bright; 
We’re perfect, perfect, quite, 
Though just now ’tis a fright, 
But it’s really, really, really quite 
unusual. 


In Florida where sunny skies are 
advertised so much, 

When rain comes down in torrents and 
you sense a clammy touch; 

You feel afraid to reprobate in case you 
get “in Dutch,” 

While real estate men suavely cry, “We 
never do get such; 

It’s unusual; this is quite, yes quite, 

unusual.” 


To fair Bermuda’s Isle I went to ’scape 
the winter’s cold. 

The winds blew wild, the storms did rave, 
the chills did me enfold; 

It got me going, I got mad, when to me 
people told 

That same old canting, doubtful tale; 
from ready tongues it rolled: 

It’s unusual; this-is quite, yes quite, 

unusual. 


Back to Atlantic City’s clime I sped with 
good intent, 

Determined that whate’er I got, I would 
be quite content; 

But as I on the old Boardwalk my eager 
footsteps bent, 

I heard some guy apologize, and this is 
what he meant: 

It’s unusual; this is quite, yes quite, 

unusual, 


Eighteen : THE LEATHERNECK March 25, 1926 




















Motive: The Best Educated Military Ser- 
vice in the World. 
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Total number individuals enrolled Nee Fa Cama endnl J4te ctatcas eer ee eeansauenl .. 7,881 
Total number enrolled since last report is Pe as a0 ee ‘ 239 
Total number disenrolled since last report i lies vhs. phihe akie "ee ae Waban = 146 
Number examination papers received during period ;' ie bees otter jo Vee enw 
Number examination papers received during year benteves-aaedeieeneeaees saeesuesas Ee 
Total number graduates to date he EE er ee ‘ enh contra’ ose 1. 2463 





Written especially for Tue Leatuerneck for the purpose of encouraging Marines to take advantage of the opportunities of- 
fered by the Marine Corps Institute 


TWO THINGS THAT MAKE A MAN 


By Josepuus DanieEts 
Ex-Secretary of the Navy 


Many men lose good positions, or fail to get them, because they lack one of two things. 
These are education and moral character. A lack of either one is sufficient to keep any 
man out of the higher and more useful occupations. The most important thing is of course 
moral character, and by that I mean uprightness of principles and personal integrity. But 
there are all too many men of the highest character who lack the training necessary to 
bring out their real value to the community. Making education available for more men has 
always been one of my ambitions in life. The Marine Corps Institute was founded when I 
was the Secretary of the Navy. It now carries an average of about two hundred useful 
courses and instructs nearly eight thousand Marines. It has graduated more than two thou- 
sand of its students, every one of whom is a better soldier and a more useful citizen be- 
cause of the work he has done. My interest in the Marine Corps Institute is not dead, and 
I commend it to the officers and men of the Marine Corps. 








The Marine Corps Institute offers you a selection of 248 academic and vocational courses containing the lates: infor- 
mation about the subjects to which they pertain. The average cost of these courses if taken by a civilian with a correspond- 


ence school would be One Hundred Fifty ($150.00) Dollars. THEY ARE GIVEN FREE TO ALL MARINES. 


Ask your school officer for a catalogue, select a course in which you are interested and then fill out the attached slip and 
mail it to the Marine Corps Institute. 








MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C.: 
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All records for high team game and set 
and high individual game were busted 
wide open. Civilians raised the ante for 


The Marine Corps Headquarters Bowl- 
ing League is planning a Handicap 
Elimination Tournament which should be 
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a corker. Full handicap, based on official 
averages, will place all bowlers on a 
par, and competition is bound to be keen. 
Freddie Moore, who is way out in front 
with a 113 average, isn’t crazy about 
“spotting” everybody so generously, but 
the bowlers with low averages are en- 
thusiastic. 

With prizes for the winner, runner-up, 
two semi-finalists, and for high and sec- 
ond high games, sets and flat games, 
everybody has a chance. 

Big events have happened since we 
last went to press in our bowling league. 


high team game from 517 to 595, and 
Inspectors trailed them with 532; Civil- 
ians also boosted high set from 1,508 to 
1,597, and Inspectors followed with 1,517. 
There was a big commotion on the alleys 
when Inspectors rolled their 532 game, 
but somebody’s always taking the joy 
out of life, and Civilians went crazy in 
their second game of 595, all members 
contributing good scores. Moore, of the 
Inspectors, raised his high game from 
151 to 152, and incidentally increased his 
average to 113. 

Latest statistics for the league follow: 





Teams Games Won Lost PerCent. Total Pins 
I <a snus ckee ce bn ck uke bene ben 60 40 20 .666 28,596 
FETT PCE CCT TT 60 32 28 533 27,735 
kk eee vache sconncad ches 60 31 29 516 27,377 
ee eco ta heCEeR Nae enon 60 31 29 516 27,092 
Administrative ......... we tedeeknians 60 30 30 500 28,492 
PEED iis ctcscctensseqecku see 60 30 30 500 26,103 
Pt ccacndinhenkcenews eases 60 25 35 466 26,459 
Eh wi pciedeedenerbndnwnee vaws 60 24 36 450 27,159 
eer ereer Terre cree Moore (imapecters)... coc cscccccsce 152 
Second high individual game............... Dunavent (Adjutants)............. 141 
i i ices ccbesetsueenas send ee 388 
Second high individual set...............+. Moore (Inspectors)..............: 381 
BE EE a ccccckacencesseseceeceuwd , Fidsedcca vipenhiwennnnee 595 
I Bee SUN GID, icc cn ccenvesescesss ic ka kine weba sake aete 532 
SE EE Es eee ok. ddu cee caccdcseenenes ere ere 1597 
IE Ce MON BEB cic cecdcccnsscsceanad PIO bi wn cdcecccdtavecadenees 1517 


The ladies are still active; Semper Fidelis and Anchor both rolled a 1190 set for 
second high team set. Semper Fidelis also rolled a 428 game for second high game of 
the season. 

The race for honors became considerably closer as a result of the crushing 
three-game defeat administered by the second-place Anchors to the leaders, the 


Eagles. 
The official averages follow: 
Teams Games Won Lost 
BE Snwecseaccas 66 40 26 
BE cakevendnes 66 36 30 
Semper Fidelis ... 66 31 35 
GE ose unteenues 66 25 41 
iy ReAae BONO sso occ ec ccecccscccenne Badentom Cages) «oo. cccccccccses 121 
Second high individual game............... Brown (Semper Fidelis).......... 118 
Be SNS Dinos ccccetesvcesencesess RTT eee 300 
Second high individual set................. Brown (Semper Fidelis).......... 280 
PS eee ReTrTe re BD cient noscecetcnsvsessesere 434 
Second high teams GAME. .....cscccccccccess EE Fes one's ca ceseccedews 428 
Be ON GER n once cewinccstisccccsccensesd BD incadbcedide nabs danebseees 1191 
IS Be PONE GB i a vc wn ccdcciscocsscscs Anchor and Semper Fidelis....... 1190 


The “Marine Corps Girls Tennis Club” has been organized and the following 
officers have been elected unanimously: 


Captain—Violet Van Wagner. 
Secretary—Katherine Kinnear. 


Treasurer—Christina Bartley. 
Scorer—Lillian O’Malley. 


The “club” comprises the following members: 


Esther M. Davidson 
Mary V. Edenton 
Vesta C. Furniss 
Katherine Kinnear 
Margaret McGoldrick 


Anna McGoldrick 

Geneva M. Martin 
Margaret C. Shaughnessy 
Lillian O’Malley 

Violet Van Wagner 


Fay M. Abromovitz 
Christina Bartley 
Jane F. Blakeney 
Winnie P. Brannon 
Edith V. Brown 


With the arrival of the gentle zephyrs of spring, and when the first showing of 
cherry blossoms can be imagined around the corner, the members of the “club” will 
hie themselves betimes to the courts, ere spring fever nabs them unawares. “TABOB.” 


HORIS 
PORTS 


Below is a letter of commendation 
from the Major General Commandant to 
Lieutenant W. G. Farrell, who lately 
learned that he holds the world’s record 
for the 440-yard breast-stroke swim. It 
is worth as much as all the medals he 
could have pinned on his chest: 





From: The Major General Com- 
mandant. 

To: Lieutenant Walter G. Farrell, 
U. S. Marine Corps, Headquar- 
ters, U. S. Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

Subject: Swimming. 

1. It was with great pleasure 
that I learned of the fact that you 
broke the world’s record by swim- 
ming 40 yards, breast-stroke 
fashion, in the remarkable time of 
6 minutes 45 2-5 seconds, on July 
11, 1925, at the Washington Canoe 
Club, this city. 

2. I sincerely hope your record 
will not be broken by anyone ex- 
cept yourself for years to come. I 
have given instructions that your 
performance be given wide public 
mention. 

3. As Commandant of the Corps, 
{ wish to express my official and 
personal congratulations, and to 
sell you that we are all proud of 
your splendid achievement. 











Cy Young, much-touted boxing in- 
structor, has turned baseball player and 
is out for a hurling position with the 
Parris Island nine. Whiz-Bang Levy, 
whom this column cited some weeks ago 
as its idea of an all-round athlete, holds 
up his prestige by going out again this 
year for the “P. I. niners.” 

*” * * 


Far, far west in the land of golden 
oranges and rainy sunsets, there is a 
post that appears in the postal guide as 
San Diego. Some say yes; some say no. 
But you don’t have to be awful dumb 
to savy that this one post alone supplies 
about 60 per cent. of all Marine ma- 
terial. This bars no sport except check- 
ers. 

* * + 

We have a report that some big boot 
on the Pennsylvania drowned while chas- 
ing a fly. Seems queer. But it ain’t so 
funny when you hear he was trying out 
for c. f. on the ship’s nine. 
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DUNCAN LEADS NINE AT CLOSE OF SOCKO a — 
ainhees nenewe : 
SPRING TRAINING The “cauliflower industry” is flourish- ce ‘BPorts IN DIEGO 

Although they arrived at the well- ing around Guantanamo Bay _ since ® 
known training grounds, Parris Island, in Frankie Cheslock brought a pair of = By Otto Dauder 
a downpour of rain on February 26th, eight ounces down there with him. a 
the Marine Corps baseball squad im- Frankie is the 140-pound slugger who is 
mediately started plans for pretentious being matched to fight Walter Vance, THé.in.and take off your overcoats, as 
and hard spring training under the now over the lightweight class, in Quan- “Dago” is broadcasting again. Yep, we 
watchful eye of Coach Keady, whose suc- tico this spring. are still playing baseball, and I don’t — 
cess with the nine this year fares well Cheslock recently fought a _ twelve- mean maybe. We havn’t lost a game so 
to outshine last year’s performances. round battle with the Senegalese boxer. _far this season, and counting all games, PA 

The mat two eave consloted of a light - ee > yd dg oe . we have ten victories to our credit. 
work out in a ases 0 e game, 0 s, s F . - ; 
which loosened up one dreaen joints and very, very close one and in Frankie’s Pic Myon ge yp Any i ) - 
arms, ending in a few rounds of double favor. The Senegalese was formerly a i ( : &. ber 
rms, € 0 : : gong ae ; Diego County League, and we play the wi 
time around the diamond. Light bat- sparring partner to Battling Siki and has best civilian teams in this section Ed 
ting practice was engaged in the next fought some of the best boys in the trop- On Feb ; G 
day and from the start the redoubtable ics. A lad who fights under the name B: — Sears 3 we took the Destroyer a 
bozo Duncan led the rest in clicking the of Battling Nazaratian has been fighting +" = camp again to the tune of 19 on 
old apple. Base-sliding, ete., was then semi-finals on the same card with Ches- ad egg almost all of our reserves ed 
added to the training program, and on lock in Guantanamo and promises to go me SP ee Gee ee Se rs 
the following day two teams took the far in the game. All he needs is a little te — va 'y was good batting 
field in a practice game. The line-ups more experience in the art. a i ggaleaiag ons Say Wee pel 
of these teams follow: ’ 

—" ; Another boxer of great renown who The following Saturday we played our a 

A B has recently come to the attention of first game against the Naval Training : 
Chenowith, ss Fox, 3b this column is Mickey Coyne, formerly Station. “Iron Arm” Stolle was on the ste 
Stock, cf Hannah, ss seat-filler while in China. Coyne has mound for us and only allowed five scat- ~ 
Maddes, 2b Hudson, 1b battled some of the best ones up and tered hits and one run. The members of 
Duncan, If Harbour, cf down the Asiatic coast and for some time our team were on a hitting spree and oP 
Freeny, 1b Banta, rf held the title. He is now stationed in knocked out twelve safe bingles. Schind- _ 
Bailey, c Buckaway, If Newark on recruiting duty and will un- ler, our second-sacker, led the barrage b i 
Montieth, rf Marriner, 2b doubtedly be heard from at the comple- with a triple and two singles. Stolle, the a 
Hetrick, 3b White, c tion of his training. 7. age = the a ee ee cor 

* riple and one single, as did “Red” 

Keady worked all pitchers in this With the departure of Captain L. L. Sheets, our “Gob” catcher. po 
game, starting with Brinkman, former Gover, Quantico fight fans are a little On the 7th of February we journeyed ' 
Virgin Island hurler, changing over to uneasy as to whether another will fill to the fair city of Oceanside-by-the-Sea. ; of. 
Johnny Parker, co-star with Jim Baylis Gover’s shoes. It was the Captain who The scenery was beautiful but the fog ute 
on last year’s Mare Island championship put over the fight game during his short not so good. Several times during the f 
team, following with “Beef” McGowan, stay at the Virginia post. game our outfielders were lost and the “ 
of Haitian fame, and winding up with * * * - game had to be stopped until they were “ 
Lefty Appleby, one of Lieutenant Fel- A letter to this column states that found again. Vitek was our choice for bo 
lers’ proteges, of Nicaragua. ! Walter Vance will soon hit the road twirler that day and would have shut out the 

The game was a nip-and-tuck affair, | again and when back into fair shape wil! | the opponents, but the fog was so dense la 
but was finally won by Team A, with a meet anybody his weight in the Corps. that we lost a couple of fly balls. “Babe jo 
score of 7 to 6. A game of this charac- * 2 ¢ Ruth” Stolle came across with a two- = 
ter was played every afternoon. High Jack Jucker, who was coming so fast bagger and three singles. “Hunkie” as 
winds on the island were very prevalent at Parris Island, has been transferred to Hrisko clouted three doubles and Hinkle go: 
during practice and made it hard for all Philly, where he will undoubtedly hook got a triple and two singles. ani 
players. = up with Vance and be the nucleus around The rest of the team also came across 

Among the veterans of other years which a nice stable can be built. and we gathered a total of fifteen hits } 
now with the team are Stock, — and eight runs. sul 
Dunean, Freeny, Bailey, Hetrick, Fox, : ‘ 

Hannah, Banta, Salawer, and White, ALL-MARINE NINE TRIMS FORT snk Gaede ee tee ee ~ 
from the ’24 team, and Chenowith and BENNING IN OPENING GAME Jim” Baylis got up out of bed to chek of 
Baylis from the ’22 team. Many new Fresh from their training, the All-Ma- this game, as he had been sick for a 

faces will be seen on the Marine bench rine nine traveled to Fort Benning, Ga week, but as sick as Jim was, he was 

by Quantico fans this year. A few are on March 14 and played the soldiers the still too good for the “Gobs.” After the 
Montieth, Parker, Harbour, Cavanaugh, neatest game of baseball seen in that game he went back to bed for a couple f 
Hrisko, and Vitek. These players are camp in many a day. In spite of the f days. The “Gobs” were unduly ex- isl 
waging a —_ — a oe — cold weather, some sensational ball was cited and thought they were going to spl 
on the nine. tentative line-up follows: played on both teams, with the Marines win, but our gang tightened up and we ket 

Catchers—Bailey, Cavanaugh, White. winning, 7-2. came out on the long end of a 5-to-2 wh 

_Pitchers— Baylis, Parker, Parsons, For the Marines the battery consisted  ‘¢°T¢- ba: 
Vitek, ee Brinkman, ; Surface, Mc- of Baylis and Bailey, a veteran combi- Before the next game could be played the 
Gowan, Saunders, Appleby, Knoalch. nation that is hard to beat. Smith and the Weather Man interferred and we had ye: 

Infielders—Freeny, Chenowith,Maddes, Back, who will be remembered as foot- a rest for a week. We took up our win- 
Hudson, Hannah, Hrisko, Hetrick, Fox, ball stars on the Army team of last ning streak again last Friday and took ne 
Marriner, O’Toole. : fall, starred for the Infantrymen on the another one-sided game from the De- go 

Outfielders— Duncan, Stock, Banta, diamond. stroyer Base. Tomey, our little south- an 
Harbour, Montreth, Brunelle, Buckaway. Big Jim Baylis hurled a stellar game, paw, was twirler for this game and did str 

Napoleon is-famous for the saying never once getting into a pinch, and to very well. It was another period of bat- to 
that an army travels on its stomach. So top off the day drove out two hits, one ting practice for the gang and after the the 
does the Marine Corps baseball squad. a two-bagger. smoke had cleared away we had another 
For putting away chow, “Beef” Mc- The squad that made the trip and who game on our hip. The score was 16 to 5. les 
Gowan has broken all records made by _ show up as being picked as regulars are: The next day we played a postponed bal 
Lieutenant Byrd and Staff Sergeant Catchers, Bailey, Cavannaugh; pitchers, game with the Naval Training Station be 
Wells. The whole squad is hitting well Parker, Parsons, Stolle, Baylis, Bucko- and made a run in each of the first four ; 
over .300 in the knife and fork league. way, and Vitrick; 1b, Freeney; 2b, innings. Broward, one of the reserve be 

All in all, Coach Keady believes he has = Maddes; ss, Chenoweth; 3b, Hannah; Fox __ Pitchers, started the game, but filled the pre 
an excellent assortment of material this and Hudson, utility. In the outfield bags in the first inning. Stolle was then wo 
your -_ should be able to hold a good Duncan, Stock, Montieth and Banta come called in from the outfield and took up pr 
eague the coming season. up to first choices. Continued on page twenty-one str 
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BRIEFS ON PARRIS ISLAND'S 
SPORTING WORLD 


By Jeff Daniels 








PARRIS ISLAND ENDS CAGE 
SEASON WITH VICTORY 


The Parris Island basketball team 
ended its season’s schedule last week 
with a victory of 19-18 over the Jewish 
Educational Alliance team of Savannah, 
Ga. 

The game ended a schedule of twenty- 
two clashes, and when the total was add- 
ed up the record sheet showed eighteen 
victories against only four losses. 

Parris Island has been displaying su- 
perior basketball, and all credit is again 
due the famous Swede Larson. 

The game with the J. E. A. outfit was 
one of the fastest and hardest fights of 
the season. 

The rush with which the Marines 
opened the game contributed a great deal 
to their final victory, but the excellence 
of both home team and opponents kept 
both sides constantly playing the game 
with all the science they had at their 
command, and it was only in the final 
toss of the ball that a decision was 
reached. 

The most thrilling and tense moment 
of the game came in the last few min- 
utes of play. With the score 17-16 in 
favor of Marines, a foul gave the op- 
ponents a free throw for basket, which 
was made, and tied the score. This ne- 
cessitated extra time of play to make 
the decision. In the ensuing minutes of 
play Marines tossed a pretty over-end 
goal, then the opponents worked back up 
to Marine basket and dropped one in just 
as the foul whistle blew. Two tries for 
goal netted one more point for J. E. A., 
and the game ended. 





In order to clear up all doubt of their 
superiority, the Island five played off a 
return game with the Standard Oil Com- 
pany five and smothered them to the tune 
of 42-5. 





FOOTBALL 


Lieutenant Swede Larson, head -coach 
of football and basketball at Parris 
Island, is setting the stage for early 
spring football practice. The 1925-26 bas- 
ketball team was composed almost 
wholly of post football players, and with 
basketball season finished at this post 
the coach is making plans for this 
year’s football. 

Major R. E. Lowell, Parris Island’s 
new Athletic Officer, has accomplished a 
good healthy schedule for the post team, 
and one that will call for an unusually 
strong team if the Island Marines are 
to repeat their victories of last year. Al! 
the service teams in this section are al- 
ready signed up, and several noted col- 
lege teams. It is thought that the foot- 
ball schedule in its complete form will 
be published within the month. 

According to the head coach there will 
be no actual scrimmage on the spring 
program for the post team, but that the 
work will be composed mostly of skull 
practice, running signals, and general in- 
struction in the fundamentals. The lat- 


ter is especially necessary -at this time, 
due to several new men who will be tried 
out for the post squad. Some of the new 
men have good records with college 
teams, and it is said that Parris Island 
will spring some surprises in the foot- 
ball world this fall. 


GOLF 

Lieutenant Commander Cedric T. 
Lynes, secretary of the Parris Island 
Golf Club, and probably the best and 
most consistent golfer on the Island, tied 
with Corporal Ramalgia, greens keeper, 
for first place in tournament play at the 
post course Saturday afternoon, the tie 
really being caused by the Commander 
handicapping himself more than the 
other entries. 

Commander Lynes holed out for low 
gross of 88, and Corporal Ramalgia, 90. 
Respective handicaps of six and eight 
brought the net to 82, tieing the two 
golfers for first place. Q. M. Sergeant 





-Nicoll finished with 83 net. 


A nasty wind faced the golfers over 
the course and the many entries failed 
to show the form that a clear day might 
have brought out. Another tournament 
is planned for the near future, however, 
and it is thought that golf will occupy a 
big part in Island sports. 


RIFLE RANGE WINS 

The Rifle Range Detachment, playing 
consistently good basketball, won the sil- 
ver cup offered by the Athletic Office, 
Friday, by defeating the Naval Hospital 
in what was the deciding game for the 
Range. The Range team lost only one 
game in the first series, and won all in 
the second. Their total csoring amount- 
ed to 383 points in twelve games 
played—119 in the first series, and 164 in 
the second. 

Headquarters Detachment, Main Sta- 
tion, took second place in the second 
series, and Headquarters Detachment, 
Training Station, second place in the 
first series. No playoff was necessary in 
determining the winner in the league in 
view of the fact that the Range won both 
series. 

The trophy presented by the Athletic 
Office is permanently the property of the 
Range. 


BASKETBALL ABDICATES IN 
FAVOR OF BASEBALL 

With the basketball season ended, ath- 
letic fans are keeping their weather eye 
open for baseball developments. 

Parris Island is the center of all sports 
as far as Marines are concerned, for it 
is there that the All-Marine team is in 
training, to, say nothing of Parris 
Island’s own nine. 

Lee Field is a beehive of baseball 
activities. Coach Keady, of course, reigns 
supreme with his collection of Corps 
stars. He has already sent his picked 








nine out to chalk up a victory over Fort 
Benning, and the future looks good. 
- Cy Young, 


boxing instructor, and 


Twenty-one 


member of last year’s Island team, has 
aspirations towards the All-Marine nine, 
and is being tried out on the mound by 
Coach Keady. 

Prospects for the Post team are good. 
Levey, last year’s shortstop, is changing 
uniforms, and will probably be the same 
attraction as he was last year. Kyken- 
dall, Bishop, Jess Kidd, Mike Wetja, and 
several other stars of last season’s nine 
are still on the Post, and with a string 
of new material, including men from 
various colleges, schools, and state 
leagues, chances for Parris Island pro- 
ducing a winning nine are mighty favor- 


Baseball uniforms, equipment, ete., 
have been issued to the various detach- 
ments at Parris Island, and preliminary 
plans for the Interpost League are being 
laid. The league will consist of ap- 
proximately seven teams, which will in- 
clude the Main Station, Training Station, 
Receiving Barracks, Naval Hospital, 
Naval Prison, Field Musics, and Rifle 
Range. Besides these, there will be inter- 
platoon games in the Training Station, 
and all in all, Parris Island will be a 
beehive of baseball activity. 





Men’s Fine Tailoring 


M. LOEB 


Will be pleased to call on you 
at any time or place with 
line of samples. 
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The BROADCAST 


W herein The Leatherneck Publishes News From All Posts 








FAREWELL SMOKER OF THE FIRST 
SEPARATE BATTALION 


About the first ‘of February Major 
Racicot called the “non coms” over to 
the Battalion Office and told us we were 
to have a smoker. He did not restrict 
us in any way, except to notify us that 
there would be only about $250.00 avail- 
able to be used for preparations and for 
prizes, etc. The rest of it he left en- 
tirely to us. The enlisted men of the 
battalion were to have full charge and 
he would O. K. anything that we sug- 
gested. To make a long story no longer, 
it was decided that in view of the bat- 
talion being scheduled to return to the 
States early in March, we might as well 
have this smoker, known as a Farewell 
Smoker, and Washington’s Birthday was 
chosen as a very auspicious time for its 
being held, as we wanted a time when 
we could have field events in the day- 
time. 

Committees were formed, Sergeant 
Major Rice and First Sergeant Bruce 
taking general charge; and appropri- 
ations made up of the sum available to 
determine what could be pulled off. A 
minstrel show was mentioned; but in 
view of the fact that one outfit was at 
that time on the range and another go- 
ing on in a few days, it was decided that 
the rehearsing of a large group of en- 
tertainers was impracticable, and the 
program was finally cut down to a 
vaudeville show, to be followed by box- 
ing, really refreshing refreshments, and 
the best movie show that could be pro- 
cured. Below is a brief summary of the 
day’s events. 

> > > 

Washington’s Birthday dawned bright 
and clear at the Marine camp on McCalla 
Hill, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. Holiday 
routine was to prevail that day; and, 
with a smile on our lips, thinking of our 
less fortunate brother-Marines who were 
probably engaged in carrying in wood 
and coal in the northlands, we indulged 
in a hearty breakfast and strolled out 
to the ball diamond, where the band was 
busy doing its stuff and informing us that 
the athletic events were about to start. 
About 9:00 a. m. the starter’s pistol 
barked, and the hundred-yard dashers 
began breaking records. Private Smith 
of the 82nd Company was an easy 
winner. 

Immediately following the dash event, 
the 84th Company won the double-deck 
remount race. Then followed in quick 
succession the shoe race, won by Private 
Gallagher of the Fish Point Marines; 
the relay race, won by the 82nd Com- 
pany, and the high jump, with Smith of 
the 82nd Company again the winner. 

Following the high jump event, the 
volley ball teams played a long-discussed 
tournament, the 82nd and 84th Com- 
panies’ combined team defeating all 
comers. 

Then followed dinner, an always popu- 
lar indoor sport, with “Dutch” Rossich, 


mess sergeant, as referee. This event 
was finally declared a draw, as “Dutch” 
kept trotting out good things until all 
contestants found it necessary to throw 
in the sponge. 

In the afternoon the “non coms” and 
the privates staged a ball game that was 
close, and had too many comedy situa- 
tions in its to be mentioned here. 

The smoker itself started at 7:00 p. m. 
The battalion orchestra started the ball 
rolling with a lively fox-trot. Major 
Racicot then made a brief address, which 
he concluded by reading a radio received 
from General George Washington, ad- 
monishing him not to spring that old 
chestnut about the hatchet and the 
cherry tree. 

Privates Lee, Taylor, Center, and Cor- 
poral Allen had somewhere managed to 
obtain some inside dope on the last play 
of the world’s series of 1935, which they 
next presented to us in an interesting 
and amusing slow-motion sketch. 


Huntley, McGilvra, Ratner, Adams, 


and Still, assisted by the orchestra, 
pulled off a delightful few minutes of fun, 
melody, and nigger-shouting, and were 
always very easy to listen to. 

Three of the bandsmen—Blackburn, 
Blash, and Foster, played a sax trio writ- 
ten by First Sergeant Huebner, Band- 
master, which was the last word in 
syncopation. 

Center and Allen again took the stage, 
this time in a patter comedy, in which 
they made a big hit and handed us all 
a pleasant surprise with their histrionic 
ability and wit. 

During the few minutes that followed 
this last sketch the orchestra put across 
a specialty that kept the crowd from 
growing impatient while the ropes were 
being tightened and fighters groomed for 
their bouts. 

With Franky Cheslock as referee, the 
boxing opened with a slam-bang bout be- 
tween “Sheik” Yeates, the battling pen- 
pusher, and “Kid” Chapman, one of the 
pill-rollers. “Chappy” got the decision 
and the bout was a fast, furious mill, full 
of action. 

Bennie Houlon, the Jewish Cyclone, won 
the second bout, out-pointing “Micky” 
Green, the Irish Terror, in each of four 
fast rounds. Houlon showed splendid 
form, and should have met a better man. 

The last bout of the evening, between 
two heavies, proved to be a little slow. 
Lill of the Battalion, and Lawler of the 
Fish Point Marines made heavy going of 
it, and were given a draw. 

The refreshments followed the boxing 
and consisted of an excellent assortment 
of good things, including turkey sand- 
wiches, ice cream, cake, limeade, cookies, 
smokes, etc. 

An excellent souvenir program had 
been prepared for our guests, which con- 
tained pictures of all of the units of the 
Battalion, an evening program, and a 
short history of the Battalion’s six 
months in Cuba. 


CORPS’ FINGERPRINT EXPERT 
RECEIVES RECOGNITION 














At the recent meeting of the Federal 
Fingerprint Association, Quartermaster 
Sergeant Edward E. Lockout was elected 
a vice president and director. Other offi- 
cers elected included A. I. Daugherty, 
War Department, president; F. W. Ritz, 
Department of Justice, vice president; 
J. C. Palmer, Department of Justice, sec- 
retary; M. M. Greene, War Department, 
assistant secretary; C. C. Bennett, War 
Department, treasurer. 

The approximate number of finger- 
prints in the custody of the various gov- 
ernmental agencies is, in round numbers, 
fifteen million. The Marine Corps files 
include about two hundred thousand. 

Sergeant Lockout has three enlist- 
ments and fourteen years of service in 
the Marine Corps. He has been in 
charge of identification work at Marine 
Corps Headquarters for the past eight 
years, and he thinks his files can not be 
beat. As that is the true Marine Corps 
spirit, we agree with him, and congratu- 
late him on the well-deserved recognition 
conferred upon him by his associates in 
the fingerprint world. 





NOTES FROM CAVITE 


The Marines at Cavite on the 20th of 
January held another one of the series 
of smokers recently started by the Com- 
manding Officer, Major C. H. Wells. In 
the boxing bouts the stars and “would- 
be” stars of the post demonstrated their 
fistic ability in a more or less forceful 
manner. 


The second bout, Wilkinson vs. 


Sprowls, was very good; these two boys 
were game and put up an excellent fight, 
considering that they were both begin- 
ners. The special event between Stean- 
thal and Borison was disappointing. In 
fact, it caused many of the excited (??) 
spectators to take a second look at the 
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program to find out just what was sup- 
posed to be going on—a passionate love 
scene or a boxing bout. And they both 
claim to have fought several times on 
the outside. Perhaps, though, it was the 
climate. The thermometer HAS dropped 
clear down to eighty-five in the past win- 
ter. One old-timer actually said it was 
down to seventy-five not so many years 
ago; but, of course, we are privileged to 
doubt his word. 


The final bout of the smoker, between 
a couple of Filipinos, was a good exhi- 
bition of footwork and fast and hard hit- 
ting that lasted eight rounds and elicited 
many squawks and sundry other noises 
from the persons outside the ring. 


The strength of our baseball team has 
been augmented by some very good play- 
ers who arrived from Guam on the last 
draft. 


Although the Competitive Figure of 
Merit for this post in the Marine Corps 
Athletic Tests is not what it should be, 
owing to transfers and joinings, we have 
some good men here. In fact, it will 
soon be necessary to add some height to 
our bar-vault stanchions, which now 
measure but a mere six feet four, in or- 
der to accommodate some of our more 
rapid advancing and irrepressible youths. 
And, too, we have a man, in the person 
of Corporal Kirby, who trots out the 100 
yards in 10:3. Notatall bad; notatall. 


This being ye scribe’s first attempt, 
the above is undoubtedly not a literary 
gem, but it is hoped that with experience 
will come wisdom, and it is quite possible 
that news from Cavite will not, in the 
future, be absent from so many editions 
of The Leatherneck.—N. C. E. 





FROM THE CLERICAL SCHOOL 


The present term of the Clerical School 
opened with a bang the first of March. 
We have twenty-five men, each eager to 
make good in the school. Judging from 
past experiences, it looks as though there 
will be quite a bit of competition among 
the men for the positions of honor in 
the class. 


The school has been assigned a roomy, 
well-lighted room for use as a_ school 
room. The barracks are comfortable and 
the chow good. First Lieutenant Charles 
H. Hassenmiller is Commanding Officer 
of the Schools Detachment, and takes a 
lively interest in the welfare of the stu- 
dents. While we are all sorry to leave 
the Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C., 
we are not at all sorry to have been 
transferred to the Navy Yard, Philadel- 
phia, Pa. 

Some of the boys being new to Phila- 
delphia, wanted to look the town over. 
Now that the novelty has worn off, they 
are all settling down to work. From the 
looks of things at present, it seems that 
the “Future First Sergeants” of the Ma- 
rine Corps are going to help us make 
this term one of the most successful in 
the history of the school. 


For amusements, we have dances 
three evenings a week, and movies al- 
most every evening. All in all, Philadel- 
phia seems to be an ideal post. 
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STATION “HDQTRS” 
“Carrots” Hinman cleaned up in the 


Headquarters French Pool Tournament, 


knocking off Jeff Edelen, of the Pay De- 
partment, who was runner-up. The 
semi-finalists were Roy Dunavent and 
Pop Snyder tied for high game, with 
scores of 120. Snyder got high total for 
five games, 466; Snyder also won the 
prize for high total on the break, 25. 

“Windy” Goodwin offered to bet 1 to 5 
that he would win his last four matches, 
or 20 straight games. Did he doit? He 
did not. Ask Frank Miller. 

The File Room was strong for its can- 
didate, Pop Snyder. He hung on to the 
semi-finals, but couldn’t bring home the 
bacon. “Little Jeff” beat the “Big 
Mutt.” 

Now the real pool sharks want to 
start another tournament; straight pool, 
“where science counts.” 





Headquarters is putting its fingers in 
the North Pole pie; Alcides Touchette, 
of the Pay Department, has signed up as 
secretary to Commander Byrd, of the 
expedition. Charles L. Kessler is going 
as a coal passer, and Robert H. J. “Eski- 
mo” McKay as mess attendant. McKay 
is arranging to carry along some gum 
drops to feed to the “oldest inhabitants” 
when he gets there. 





“Big Bill” McKelden, able assistant 
chief in our fingerprint section, has land- 
ed a nice detail. Together with mem- 
bers from the Bureau of Navigation he 
goes to Peru for a period of three to 
six months, in connection with work of 
the Tacna-Arica Plebiscite Commission; 
they will take fingerprints of those reg- 
istering to vote on the Tacna-Arica 
plebiscite; nice pay, nice expense ac- 
counts, lots of travel, his job waiting for 
him when he gets back. Pretty soft, 
Mac. 





We extend our deepest sympathy to 
General Lane, who recently suffered the 
loss of his beloved father. 





Jane Blakeney was called to New 
York suddenly, because of the serious 
illness of a sister. We hope her next 
trip will be for pleasure only. 





The new charts on deserters were 
bound by the Quartermaster in such a 
deep, dark, ebony-hued shade of black 
that the volume immediately drew the 
sobriquet of “Black Maria.” 





Plans are being made by the Men’s 
League for a banquet at the end of the 
bowling season; details later. 





The “A. & I.” is planning another af- 
fair, probably a big card party and 
dance; details are being worked out and 
you'll be invited later. 





Miss Houlihan and Q. M. Clerk Hast- 
ings have been on the sick list for sev- 
eral days. “Al” is fighting off pneu- 
monia, and “Houli” a nervous breakdown. 





MARINE WINS PLEA TO HAVE A 
PART IN POLE REDISCOVERY 


If anybody is going to rediscover the 
North Pole, the Marines propose to have 
a hand in it. 

Corporal Charles L. Kressler, U. S. 
M. C., on headquarters duty at the Navy 
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Department, obtained a _ three-months 
leave yesterday to go as volunteer coal 
passer aboard Commander Richard E. 
Byrd’s steamer Chantier, to Kings Bay, 
where the hop-off by the plane to the 
Pole will start. 

It took personal pleading with the 
Commander and Major General Lejeune 
to fix it up, but Kessler, who is a Wash- 
ington boy with three years’ service to 
his credit, succeeded and will do a little 
intensive coal passing at the Navy Yard 
in preparation for his new job. 





? WHERE IS ? 

Lee Elbert Foley enlisted May 18, 
1918, at MB, Parris Island, S. C., to serve 
for duration of the war. He was sta- 
tioned from November 19, 1918, to Jan- 
uary 28, 1919, at Headquarters, Ad- 
vanced Base Force, Philadelphia, Pa. He 
was last seen by friends in Baltimore, 
Md., August 17, 1925, having left his 
home in Brooklyn to visit the Maryland 
city on personal business. He was at 
that time employed in the Dunsmore 
Agency, Equitable Life Assurance So- 
ciety of New York. Anyone having in- 
formation concerning this ex-Marine will 
relieve an anxious mother by writing to 
Mrs. Elizabeth Foley, 3510 Hartford 
Blvd., St. Louis, Mo. 





MARINE OFFICERS FLYING TO 
HAITI 

On March 9th, 1926, at 8 A. M. Major 
Edwin H. Brainard, U. S. M. C., and 
Lieutenant Walter G. Farrell, U. S. M. C., 
with two mechanics, Master Technical 
Sergeant Belcher and Sergeant Dallas- 
cron, left Anacosta Field to fly two new- 
type amphibian planes to Port au Prince, 
Haiti. 

The first stop was at Fayetville, N. C.; 
the second stop at Daytona, Fla.; the 
third stop at Havana, Cuba; the fourth 
at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, and the final 
stop at Port au Prince, Haiti. 

The reasons for making this trip are 
two-fold. First, to save expense of ship- 
ment of the planes from Washington to 
Haiti, and, second, to conduct a test to 
ascertain whether or not this type of 
plane is suitable for both land and sea 
operations. 

Major Brainard made a return flight 
with one plane and arrived in Washing- 
ton March 20th, leaving the other plane 
at Port au Prince. During his stay in 
Haiti he inspected the Marine Corps 
Aviation Unit attached to the First 
Brigade of U. S. Marines serving in that 
country. 





REAPPOINTMENT OF MEN DIS- 
CHARGED FROM RESERVE 


There appears to be a general misun- 
derstanding throughout the Corps in in- 
terpreting Articles 13-19 of the Marine 
Corps Manual, regarding the reappoint- 
ment of men who are discharged from 
the Reserve, and who reenlist in the reg- 
ular Marine Corps. 

Enlisted men of the first three pay 
grades (sergeants major, quartermaster 
sergeants, master technical sergeants, 
first sergeants, gunnery sergeants, sup- 
ply sergeants, and staff sergeants) who 
are discharged from the Reserve and re- 
enlist in the regular Marine Corps are 
not entitled to reappointment to any of 
these grades. They will be appointed 
sergeants, if they reenlist at any place 
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within three months from date of dis- 
charge from the regular Marine Corps. 

Enlisted men of the fourth, fifth, and 
sixth grades (sergeants, corporals, and 
privates first class), discharged from 
the regular Marine Corps, will be reap- 
pointed only where they reenlist within 
three months, regardless of whether they 
have been in the Reserve or not. The 
provisions outlined in Article 616 (4) of 
the Marine Corps Manual will govern. 
This article is quoted as follows 

“Sergeants and corporals holding con- 
firmed warrants upon discharge, and pri- 
vates first class, will be reappointed to 
their grades if they reenlist within three 
months from the date of discharge. Upon 
the discharge of a sergeant or a corporal 
holding a probationary warrant, nota- 
tion will be made of any permanent or 
confirmed warrant or appointment in a 
lower grade held by him, and he will, 
upon reenlistment within three months 
of discharge, be reappointed to such 
grade. When, however, a sergeant or a 
corporal serving under a_ probationary 
warrant reenlists immediately at his 
place of duty, he will be reappointed to 
the grade in which serving upon dis- 
charge.” 





OF THE RESERVE, CLASS 3 


The records of Headquarters Marine 
Corps disclose that a large percentage of 
enlisted men discharged honorably from 
the Marine Corps are taking advantage 
of the privilege of being assigned to the 
Marine Corps Reserve Class III. Upon 
discharge and assignment to this class, a 
man is paid $25.00 a year in advance; the 
first payment is made on the date of as- 
signment, and a like amount on the an- 
niversary of assignment date, until he is 
discharged from the Reserve. By being 
assigned to this class of the Reserve, a 
man is entitled to his re-enlistment 
bounty should he re-enlist in the regular 
Marine Corps at any time during his four 
years in the Reserve. In addition, he is 
not required to perform active duty for 
training, is not subject to draft in case 
of war, and can only be called to active 
service in the Marine Corps in case of 
war or national emergency declared by 
the President. These are some of the 
privileges that should not be overlooked 
and should appeal to all enlisted men. 
By being assigned to the Reserve, the 
man concerned has everything to gain 
and nothing to lose. 


ADOPTION OF NEW INSIGNIA 

According to circular letter No. 57, the 
automatic rifle, machine gun, infantry 
howitzer, and bayonet qualifications in- 
signia have been officially adopted for 
the Marine Corps under the rules pre- 
scribed in Army Training Regulations. 

In this letter commanding officers of 
posts where qualifications with these 
weapons are made, are instructed to re- 
port to Headquarters, from time to time, 
the names, rank, date, and class of quali- 
fications attained by the officers and en- 
listed men under them. Upon receipt of 
these reports, proper insignia will be 
issued. 

In order to have a permanent record 
of these qualifications, commanding offi- 
cers are further directed to enter on page 
17 of the service-record book, under the 
heading “Small Arms and Gunnery 
Prizes,” the class, weapon, and date of 
such qualification. 
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Continued Jrom page twenty 

the hurling duties. He fanned the first 
two men to face him, but the third man 
hit an easy pot fly which either Shindler 
or Harbour could have speared, but they 
had their wires crossed, so neither got 
it, and the Sailors ran in two counters. 
We finally got the ball rolling our way 
in the fourth and the game ended 10 to 
3. Stolle again was the leading batter 
and poled out two long homers with two 
men on, besides a healthy single. Hinckle 
also connected with three safe bingles. 
Almost every man in the game got at 
least one hit. This is all the baseball 
up to date. 

Our track team is working out every 
day now and looks pretty good. Ryck- 
man, of football fame, is also one of our 
track stars, being a sprinter and jumper. 
Walker and Sparks can also shake a 
mean foot. These three do the 100 yards 
in 10:02 or 10:03. Walker is in all ap- 
pearances the fastest sprinter in this dis- 
trict. Several others who will gather in 
some points for us are Carnes, runner, 
shot putter, discus thrower, and broad 
jumper; Mails, star high jumper of the 
district; Simmons, Lees, Vanderbree, and 
Mancinelli, long distance runners, and 
McDonald, shot and discus heaver. The 
team is under the able coaching of Sec- 
ond Lieutenant Whitaker, who is a fast 
track man himself. We expect this col- 
lection of track stars will walk away 
with all the ribbons and medals that are 
put out in the vicinity of San Diego. 





SPORTS NOTES—NEW LONDON 


Apropos of the editorial comment fol- 
lowing the “SPORTS” articles regarding 
Portsmouth Naval Prison and New Lon- 
don basketball activities, which appeared 
in Tue Learuerneck of March 10, in which 
the question was propounded: “Can New 
London compete with this?” we hasten 
to exclaim, “We can.” 

This post has an authorized comple- 
ment of 56 men. From this number a 
basketball team has been organized and 
maintained during the season which has 
upheld all the traditions of the Corps 
for good sportsmanship and clean, ag- 
gressive playing. The post is very proud 
of its team and justly so, we believe. 
The admirable qualities of pluck, de- 
termination to win, and esprit-de-corps 
displayed by the squad may well provide 
an inspiration for future athletics at 
this post. A total of 22 games have been 
played to date, of which the New Lon- 
don Marines have won 19, with a total 
of 639 points for the season, thus far, 
as against 323 points for our opponents. 
Two of the three games lost were with 
the State Y. M. C. A., champions of 
Connecticut, and the U. S. Coast Guard 
Academy—the Marines finally capitulat- 
ing after a fast, well-played, and hard- 
fought game. 

The team representing this barracks 
has an average of 1,000 in the Subma- 
rine Base Dungaree Basketball League 
in which six teams are entered, and is 
assured of first place. One more game 
is yet to be played in this league series, 
but it is expected that our team will win 
this easily, inasmuch as it has van- 
quished this team on a previous occasion 
with an overwhelming score. Pre-season 
plans for the formation of a City Basket- 
ball League and an Industrial League in 
New London, in which this post would 
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have entered a team, did not materialize 
as expected, so we have been entered in 
only one league. However, we have 
played service and civilian teams from 
New London, Norwich, Stonington, New 
Britain and Fort Wright, and maintained 
a fairly stiff schedule. 

The members of the team during the 
season were: Sergeant Walter L. Stone, 
Privates First Class Christopher C. 
Moore (captain), Wilbur T. Heller (man- 
ager), William W. Chapple and Frank 
Nadler, and Privates David Goodman, 
George E. Halloran and Wilbur W. 
Painter. Chapple has received his dis- 
charge and is now in the Reserve, and 
Heller has been injured so as to be un- 
able to take part in any further games 
this season. However, we cannot agree 
with the sports writer from Portsmouth 
who claims to have the best service team 
on this coast, and we desire to contest 
that claim. Negotiations for a game are 
now under way and we hope to meet the 
Naval Prison Detachment in a few days. 

—Witsur T. Hevcer. 
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SAVVY (7) (D 
By Robert I. Schneider 


On that isle of San Domingo 
Gyrenes have been stationed long, 
As of course in other places 
That come not within our song. 


Here they learned a funny jargon 
From the “Spigs,” and brought it 
home; 
Out of all this linguist jumble, 
“Savvy” ought to be well known. 


Several ways are there to take it; 
This big word so doggone short 
May be taken only casual, 
Then again may much import. 


When in U. S. it’s translated, 
Meanings ort the tone depend: 

When the Leatherneck says “Savvy?” 
He means, “Do you comprehend?” 


Maybe he'll explain things to you, 
If you don’t quite understand. 

If he shoots it at you snappy, 
He means “Get me!”—a command. 
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Continued from page thirteen 

ways been a tradition in the family re- 
garding this lost mine, but no one knew 
the secret. After our marriage my wife 
brought to our home the few heirlooms 
left in the family, and among these was 
a curiously wrought gold chest that was 
supposed to have been made from the 
gold taken from the secret mine on the 
Haitian estate. It was originally intended 
as a jewel casket. It was exquisitely en- 
graved and I often picked it up to ad- 
mire it. One evening, while handling it, 
I must have pressed a secret spring, for 
a small section flew open, and inside I 
found a folded piece of parchment. Draw- 
ing it forth, I discovered that I had stum- 
bled on the secret of the lost mine! This 
parchment was a map giving complete 
directions for reaching it. 

“I was a young man then, Captain, 
none too well endowed with wordly goods, 
and I was eager to investigate this mine. 
My wife demurred at first, saying that no 
good had ever come of this mine and 
that it had always been a curse. How 
many times have I wished that I had 
heeded her! 

“I finally persuaded her, though, and 
at last we set sail for Haiti. We landed 
at Port au Prince, where we stopped at 
the Hotel de France. It was there that 
I met Saduc. He was a middle-aged man 
then, and even I, new to the country, 
could see that he had some strange hold 
over the natives. I was posing as a 
naturalist and explorer, and gave the 
impression that I intended to make a 
trip through the interior. 

“We spent several weeks in Port au 
Prince while I picked up a smattering 
of the language and learned what I 
could of the customs of the country. My 
intimacy with Saduc grew daily until 
finally I took him into my confidence 
regarding the mine. He was very en- 
thusiastic and related to me the various 
stories told in Haiti about this same 
mine. 

“So one morning I set out with my 
young wife and Saduc to find the valley 
described in the map. The directions 
were very clear and we had no trouble 
in locating the valley. After experi- 
menting a little with the mechanism con- 
trolling the opening in the cliff, the door 
finally swung open and we passed 
through the cavern into this valley. This 
building and several of the others were 
standing then, though sadly in need of 
repair. 

“Of course our first step was to inves- 
tigate the mine, and we found that the 
rumors had not exaggerated it. Saduc 
and I then held a consultation. We had 
a mine, but no men to work it. We both 
felt that, should the matter come to the 
attention of the Haitian authorities, the 
mine would be seized and we would lose 
everything. 

“Saduc then told me that he was a voo- 
doo priest and that if I would allow him 
to practice his rites in the valley with- 
out interference he would secure enough 
men to operate the mine, repair the build- 
ings, care for the gardens; in short, we 
would be practically a_ self-supporting 
community. I agreed, and he left the 
valley that same evening, promising to 
return soon. 

“I spent the time during his absence 
rumaging about the house and making 
things as comfortable as possible for my 
wife. I discovered that there are sev- 


eral large vaults under the house, and 
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in one of these was the iron chest that 
you see in the corner. In this chest was 
a large number of old French coins; and, 
by the way, it must have been some of 
these that Saduc presented at the bank. 

“Saduc returned in about ten days fol- 
lowed by men, women and children, who 
were glad to follow wherever he led. We 
soon had the mine in operation, the irri- 
gation systems and the buildings re- 
paired, and were settled to a regular 
routine. 

“A few months later Dorothea was 
born. Her poor mother died at her birth. 
Those were dark days, Captain; the light 
had gone out of the world for me. 

“IT gradually recovered from the worst 
of my grief and fitted myself up a 
laboratory where I have pursued several 
different lines of investigation, and I be- 
lieve that some of my discoveries may 
startle the scientific world. 

“Either Saduc or myself, disguised as 
a native, would make periodic trips to 
Port au Prince, and in this way I have 
kept in touch with the world and re- 
ceived the latest books and magazines. I 
made the acquaintance of the captain of 
one of the boats plying between New 
York and Port au Prince, who disposes 
of my raw gold for a liberal commission. 
Ah, this must be Lieutenant Fourreau.” 

Hollister turned and saw Fourreau 
descending the stairs. He greeted him 
warmly and introduced him to Lonsdale. 
A servant was called and ordered to 
bring breakfast for the newcomer, and 
then Lonsdale continued his tale. 

“Well, to finish my story: The years 
rolled by and I was content in this peace- 
ful valley with my studies. One day I 
suddenly became aware that my little 
girl was growing up. That, gentlemen, 
was a problem. I have educated her as 
best I could and taught her what I 
know of the ways of society. For the 
past two years all her clothes have come 
from either Paris or New York, and 
I have required her to dress correctly 
at all times. Yes, she will be fully quali- 
fied to take the position in society to 
which she is entitled. That is all, Cap- 
tain, unless you have some questions?” 

“How did you adapt the story of the 
‘Basin Rouge’ to your needs?” asked 
Hollister. : 

“Oh, yes,” replied Lonsdale, “when 
Saduc told me the story I thought that 
possibly we might arrange some device 
for giving forth real fire, so I fixed up 
that arrangement you found on the face 
of the cliff. The switch was in the head 
of the carving of the snake, and the 
switch operating the door was also there. 
That carving was Saduc’s idea. He 
seemed to think that no native would 
dare to touch it; therefore, we felt doubly 
safe against anyone stumbling on our 
secret; but I didn’t expect to have to 
deal with a white man.” 

“Is the stone door in the cliff also oper- 
ated by electricity?” asked Hollister. 

“Yes, it is now. Originally, it was 
operated by a system of weights and 
levers. There is a small chamber under 
the main cavern and the machinery is 
in there.” 

“One thing more, Mr. Lonsdale,” said 
Hollister. “What caused that terrible 
cry we heard?” 

“T don’t know, Captain, I never heard 
it; but I suspect that Saduc made it with 
one of his infernal conch shells. He cer- 
tainly could make some hellish noises 
with those shells. 
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“Possibly you will be interested in 
being shown around the valley,” Lons- 
dale continued. “I regret that my health 
will not permit me to accompany you, 
but you will find Dorothea in the garden 
and I am sure that you will have a com- 
petent guide. I have all Saduc’s personal 
papers here, which I wish to read, and 
I also wish to question the men who ac- 
companied him. Possibly Lieutenant 
Fourreau will assist me?” 

“With great pleasure,” replied Four- 
reau. 

Hollister stepped outside and found 
Dorothea reading in the garden. 

“Good morning, Miss Lonsdale,” he 
said, raising his helmet. “Your father 
suggested that you might be willing to 
show me around the valley.” 

“Certainly,” she replied, casting aside 
her book and jumping up. “I shall be 
glad to show you around my little king- 
dom. Do you know,” she continued as 
they set out, “I often pretend that I am 
a princess and that this is my kingdom, 
but—there has never been any Prince 
Charming.” 

“There may be, some day,” suggested 
Hollister, as they walked along. For 
some reason the idea of a Prince Charm- 
ing gave him a little pang of jealousy. 

They continued in silence. How ador- 
able she was this morning, thought Hol- 
lister. She was dressed in a sport skirt 
and sweater, with a little felt hat set 
saucily on her golden curls. He longed 
to hold her in his arms and kiss those 
ruby red lips. What was the matter with 
him? Was he falling in love? He had 
considered himself immune, but it seemed 
that one of the arrows of the little god 
must have made a direct hit. 

After passing through the garden, they 
went directly to the long, low, rambling 
building that had puzzled Hollister when 
he had first seen it from the mountain- 
side. He found that it was at the entrance 
of the mine and was used to house the 
machinery necessary in refining the ore. 
After a short inspection of the mine 
itself, they wandered on through the 
valley. She must be fabulously wealthy, 
thought Hollister. Was gold again to 
shatter his dreams? 

Dorothea, Lonsdale, and Hollister had 
lunch together and, after the meal was 
over, Lonsdale called Hollister into his 
library. Fourreau was already there, 
busily engaged in translating various 
papers. 

“Captain,” said Lonsdale in a serious 
tone, after they were seated, “we have 
made some startling discoveries this 
morning. Saduc was plotting revolution! 
According to his papers; he was a 
descendant of Dessalaines and he hoped 
to re-establish an empire in Haiti with 
himself as emperor. To do this, he 
needed money; so he planned to kill me, 
as he knew of my intentions of leaving 
the country soon. I had promised him 
some money, but not nearly enough for 
his ambitions. I shudder when I think 
of what would have happened to Doro- 
thea had his plans carried. 

“That last trip of his to Port au Prince 
was his downfall. Among his papers 
we found a list of the men connected 
with him in this proposed revolution; 
also a list of the places throughout the 
island where arms and ammunition are 
secreted. You will be astonished when 
you read that list of names. Many _ of 
them, so Fourreau tells me, are men high 
in the confidence of the occupation.” 
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In 


“Where do you buy your civies?” 

“At SAIDMAN’S, of course, for 
he has the 

BUDGET BUYING PLAN, 
which enables me to buy them out 
of my earnings instead of out of 
my savings.” 

“How does this 
work?” 

“Well, this plan gives me three 
months to complete payment, while 
wearing them. For example, I buy 
$30 worth of civies, pay $10 down 
and $10 each pay day until pay- 
ment is completed.” 

“T think that is a good plan. I 
need a topcoat, a hat and some 
shirts. What is his address?” 

Here it is: 


SAIDMAN’S MEN'S SHOP 


729 8th Street S. E. 
Opposite Marine Barracks 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Budget Plan 








eee 


eee 


PPDLDAL_IEPL_PPPPOPOPOPO_ OOO 














BARR’S MARINE RING 





Writefor | 14-K. SOLID GOLD! 
Our Large Birthstone or Signet 
Illustrated 

Descriptive AO $8.00 Down 
—* $ $3.50 Month 
Price List| ORDER BY MAIL 











Mention rating, station (or ship), 
expiration of enlistment, birthstone 
and size. Can be sent C. O. D. to 
any money order post office. In- 
itial or lodge emblem encrusted 
in stone, $5 extra. 

© 


G@Stelbery's 


H. H. BARR, President 
208 Granby St., Norfolk, Va. 











THE IEATHERNECK 


Lonsdale picked up a small tube lying 
on the table and handed it to Hollister. 
“Here,” he said, “is the explanation of 
the death and capture of your men. This 
was used to blow these small darts,” 
and he pointed to several small, round, 
sharp-pointed pieces of wood lying on 
the table, “at the victim. Be careful how 
you handle them. Some are tipped with 
quick-acting poison, and others with a 
powerful drug. 

“We questioned the men who accom- 
panied Saduc, and they claim that the 
one man was killed accidentally, that 
the wrong dart was used. However, that 
is a matter for the courts to decide, as 
one of the men admits that he fired the 
dart that caused the Gendarme’s death. 

“T shall, of course, turn over to you 


as a representative of the Haitian gov-. 


ernment all the data regarding this 
revolution that we have gathered from 
Saduc’s papers. Personally, I want to 
leave this place forever. In a few days, 
when I feel able to travel, I shall load 
all the gold I now have on pack animals 
and go to Port au Prince. One thing 
more; how do I stand under the Haitian 
laws?” 

“T couldn’t say positively, Mr. Lons- 
dale,” replied Hollister. “But I feel sure, 
even if you have violated some law, that, 
in view of your great services in nip- 
ping this incipient revolution in the bud, 
the government will gladly overlook your 
offense. I shall do all that I possibly 
can to put matters in the right light.” 

That evening after dinner Hollister 
accompanied Dorothea to the garden, 
where they sat on a marble bench and 
waited for the moon to rise over the 
mountains. For a while they talked of 
the great world outside. Then they were 
silent, as the great golden moon rose 
above the surrounding peaks. 

Romance! Moon magic! The air 
seemed charged with it. Hollister could 
resist her magic presence no _ longer. 
Suddenly he clasped her in his arms and 
rained passionate kisses on her ruby lips, 
her hair, and her throat. Slowly she 
placed her beautiful arms about his neck. 

“TI love you, sweetheart; I love you,” he 
murmured incoherently. “I never knew 
that I could love anyone as I love you.” 

“Then you have loved someone else?” 
she asked, drawing away from him. 

Madeline? No, if this was love then 
he had never loved Madeline. 

“No,” he replied truthfully, drawing 
her closer, “only you, dear.” 

She snuggled up to him and laid her 
golden head on his shoulder. For a 
little while they were lost to the world, 
content with themselves. 

Then she murmured, “My Prince 
Charming did come over the mountains 
just as I knew he would, but I never 
dreamed that he would be so wonderful; 
though he didn’t come for me, he came 
looking for gold.” 

“Yes,” replied Hollister, kissing her 
again “but he found something else, 
worth more than all the yellow metal in 
the world—white gold—you.” 

They both smiled, though tears were 
in their eyes; for they were both young, 
in love, and all the world and life lay 
before them. 

The wise old moon smiled down upon 
them as she has smiled upon countless 
couples since the world began, and as 
she will continue to smile until time is 
no more. The End. 
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Gyngles of a Gyrene 











By Arthur J. Burkes 

To all good Marines wherever they may be 
found; to those who gave their all to uphold 
the sacred traditions of the Corps and who, in 
the full measure of a devotion, sleep today be- 
side their French and English brothers; to those 
who stand ready and willing to follow in the 
footsteps of their departed buddies, and grasping 
the torch which they, in falling, hurled toward 
the enemy, raise it silently aloft and resolve in 
their innermost hearts to CARRY ON. To such 
as these this page is reverently dedicated. 





THE ROOKIE 
He had hair on his head like a mop, 
Hadn’t shaved off his chin for a week; 
All his earmarks were those of a Wop, 
And his hat pointed up to a peak. 


His shoes hadn’t never been shined, 
His pants hadn’t never been creased; 
He didn’t seem to be much of a find, 
And his body had not been policed. 


His talk had the tang of the Bowery, 
He looked like a Market Street tough; 

Didn’t look like his bed had been flowery, 
Looked used to much life in the rough. 


His shoulders sagged down like a rain- 
bow, 
His arms hung loose at his knees; 
His clothes were all holes at the elbow, 
His toesies stuck out to the breeze. 


He threw his ole cits in the discard, 
And drew his dole from the Q. M.; 
It was then that he drew up his face 
hard, 
To look like a Gyrene—ahem! 


His clothes didn’t fit worth a nickel, 
They were big at the seat and the 
knees; 
So he claimed that the Q. M. was fickle, 
’Cause it didn’t try harder to please. 


He stuck his hat o’er his left ear, 
And crammed his hands down in his 
pants; 
He’d show ’em he hadn’t no fear, 
If they’d only but give him a chance. 


He was put in with others just like him, 
And sweat as he followed the rules, 
His feet got all sore from the hiking, 
Good Lord, were they treated like 
mules! 


He tried to talk back to a sergeant, 
And was gently poked under the chin; 
Thus he learned that it was much urgent 

Any wrath that he felt to hold in. 


He was ordered to turn to the right, 
He absorbed the command like a flash; 
Couldn’t see why the sergeant talked 


ght, 
When he turned to the left with a dash. 


His feet wouldn’t go where he bade them, 
His rifle was just in his way; 

When the corporal asked what ailed him 
Couldn’t think of a blame word to say. 


He was glad when the day’s work was 
over, 
He could sleep in from taps until morn; 
Who had told him solderin’ was clover, 
Was the biggest liar ever was born. 
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His mistakes were many and varied, 
And he laughs over all of them now; 
Though he wished at the time he had 

married, 
And devoted his life to the plow. 


The canteen was all out of skirmish line, 
They had sold the last bit of it, see? 
“All right, the hard luck is mine, 
Hold out the next order for me.” 


The parade ground was locked for the 
night, 
To keep it secure don’t you see; 
Morning found the rookie ready for fight 
bees ~ he’d searched all night for the 
ey. 


He saluted all the sergeants, 
And ignored the common Loots; 
*Cause he thought that they were chauf- 
feurs, 
On account of wearin’ boots. 


But he learned in time as we ail did, 
As at present can plainly be seen; 
For he learned after while what was 
wanted; 
Now he’s a deucedly classy Marine. 





THE YELLOW TICKET 


There are men who come into the service 
And play the old game on the side; 

They come because they feel nervous, 
’Cause things are not rosy outside. 


They sign the contract at the bottom, 
And hold up their hands with a smile; 
Simply ’cause business conditions are rot- 
ten, 
And they want to mark ¢ime for a 
while. 


There are some of them play the game 
fairly, 
And some of them merely get by; 
Some of them hit the ball squarely, 
While some of them don’t even try. 


Those who don’t care get tired of the 


game, 
And feel sure they have gotten in 
wrong; 
Knowing they’re stuck for a hitch just 
the same, 


Want to go back to where they belong. 


But they’ve signed for a cruise with Unk 
Sammy, 
A contract they can’t break with ease; 
But they learn they can get back to 
mammy, 
Just merely by failing to please. 


They pull something that Uncle won’t 
stand for, 
Damning the Marine Corps at large; 
Blackening the service don’t hurt them 
and therefore 
They pull strong for that yellow dis- 
charge. 


Their souls bother not o’er dishonor, 
Wanting only to be back outside; 
They do it on purpose whate’er the mis- 
nomer, 
Knowing down in their hearts that 
they lied. 


Told a fib to the country which bore them 

hen they swore for a time to be true; 

Thought not e’en of what was before 
them, 

For forswearing the red, white and 
blue. 





March 25, 1926 


Think all’s paid when it’s written in 


yellow, 
All the details about their disgrace; 
Thinks maybe he ain’t some bright fel- 


ow, 
For spittin’ in Uncle Sam’s face. 


He got by with it therefore he’s happy, 
He tucks the yellow blacklist away; 
And beats it away from there snappy, 
Don’t worry a bit about some other 
day. 


Some other day when good men are 
needed, 
Like the recent scrap o’er the sea; 
When from out of the service are weeded 
Such poor weak sisters as he. 


Don’t think that the dope is recorded, 
Just as fingerprints are by police; 

If he thought do you think he’d afforded 
Such a poor spineless type of release? 


The story he tells to his home folks, 
Ah, I fain would know what he says; 
For I don’t think they’re any such slow 

pokes, 
That they can’t see it just as it is. 





GRAVE TO GAY 


By John D. Wells 

I’ve lamped your ilk at Panama, I saw 
you at Guam, 

An’ always swaggerin’ careless-sort 0’ 
“we-don’t-give-a-damn”; 

I mixed one night with one of you an’— 
well, we split the cost— 

I lost a hunk of cuticle an’ ten days’ pay 
he lost. 

I’ve cussed you out a hundred times, then 
cussed you back again 

For “service dudes” too smart an’ trim 
for first class fighting men, 

An’ yet I’ve had a sneakin’ thought, con- 
fessed with some remorse, 

“What bang-up men Marines would be if 
they only rode a horse!” 


You’re just a little uppish, too, with 
the trousers pressed and taut; 

The wrist watch was invented by Marines 
I’ve always thought! 

Your speech is tinged with Boston stuff 
and some of Newport News— 
An’ overseas I’ll bet you you're there 
with first-class “Parleys-vooz!” 
Your hands are little short of pink, un- 
known to horse or deck— 

You never rustled “hard tails” or an out- 
law, I expeck; 

I used to look you up an’ down, an’ I 
confess, of course, 

I believed you had the makin’s—if they’d 
let you have a horse! 


But views have changed a lot since then! 
You’re he-men, every one!— 

A rarin’, tarin’, fightin’ cuss with bayo- 
net or gun; 

You’ve made the heathen understand— 
with kindness if you could, 

An’ if that failed—At any rate he always 
understood!— 

A military Lochinvar, who'll lace plum 
out o’ breath 

To wiggle in a uniform then go and flirt 
with Death! 

We’re proud of your two-fisted tribe of 
heroes— 

But, of course, 

There’s a time I git to thinkin’ an’—I 

wish you rode a horse! 








Me 
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THE GAZETTE 


Major GENERAL J, A. LEJEUNE, 
Commandant 


Officers last commissioned in the grades 
indicated: 

CoL. N. G. BURTON 

Lr. Cou. C. R. SANDERSON 

Masor Harry K. PIcKeTt 

Capt. R. E Miis ° 

ist. Lt. V. E. MEGEE 


Officers last to make number in the 
grades indicated: 

Cou. J. C. BEAUMONT 

Lr. Cou. W. N. Hitt 

Mas. H. L. LARSON 

Capt. F. S. RoBILLARD 

1st. Lt. H. C, BusBey 








Calif. 


MARINE CORPS ORDERS 


February 25, 1926 
No orders were announced. 


February 26, 1926 


Capt. H. O. Martin, detached ist Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va 
J. Bartlett, detached 1st Bri- 


, to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Capt. P. W. Cer detached ist Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to MB, NAD, Fort Mifflin, Pa. 

lst Lt. S. W. King, detached ist Brigade, 
Haiti, to MB, Nyd, Norfolk, Va. 

lst Lt. H. R. Anderson, detached Chemi- 
eal Warfare School, Edgewood Arsenal, 
Edgewood, Md., to MB, NOB, Pearl Har- 


bor, 
lst a a Be Johnson, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MB, Nyd, Norfolk, Va. 


2nd Lt. F. W. R. Brown, detached Ist 
Brigade, Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Mar. Gun. H. Boschen, detached MB, 
NMD, Yorktown, Va., to MB, Quantico, Va. 


The following named officers attached 
to the First Battalion, Fifth Regiment, 
have been ordered transferred to the 
Naval Station, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, 
for special temporary duty, via the USS 
HENDERSON, sailing from Quantico, Va., 
on or about March 2nd: 


Major H. C. Pierce 
Capt. M. S. Berry 
Capt. L. L. Gover 


Capt. G. E. Hayes 
Capt. E. S. Tuttle 
Ist Lt. C. H. McCullough 


Ist Lt. F. D. ~~ 
Ist Lt. S. L. Ze 

2nd Lt. R. S. ‘A. Gladden 
2nd Lt. F. E. Sessions 

2nd Lt. J. G. Walraven 
2nd Lt. H. T. Birmingham 
2nd Lt. R. E. Hogaboom 
2nd Lt. D. K. Claude 

2nd Lt. J. P. S. Devereux 


Qm. Clk. C. A. Burton 


February 27, 1926 


Lt. Col. C. Campbell, detached MB, Nyd, 
New York, N. Y., to MB, Parris Island, 


a <& 

Lt. Col. J. K. Tracy, detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C., to Headquarters Central 
Recruiting Division, Chicago, Illinois. 

2nd Lt. C. C. Brown, assigned to duty 
at MB, Nyd, Puget Sound, Washington. 


March 1, 1926 
No orders were announced. 


March 2, 1926 


Major B. S. Berry, detached MB, Nyd, 
Philadelphia, Pa., to MB, Nyd, Puget 
Sound, Wash. 

Major B. A. Moeller, detached MB, 
Quaaties, Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Ca 

Capt. F. E. Pierce, 
tico, Va., to NAS, San Diego, Calif. 

_ist Lt. C. S. Finch, detached MB, Quan- 
—~ Va., to MD, USS CLEVELAND. 

lst Lt. J. A. Bemis, detached MD, USS 
CL EVELAND to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Ist Lt. J. K. Martenstein, detached MB, 
» rca, Va., to Department of the Pa- 
cific 

Ist Lt. H. E. Rosecrans, detached MB, 
NSB, New London, Conn., to MCB, NOB, 


San Diego, Calif. 
Ist Lt. J. M. Greer, detached MB, Nyd, 
NOB, San Diego, 


detached MB, Quan- 


Norfolk, Va., to MCB, 


talion, 
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ist Lt. R. A. Boone, detached MB, Parris 
iteee. Ss. C., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

lst Lt. W. L. Harding, Jr., detached MB, 
ee. Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 


Ist Lt. F. S. Flack, detached MB, 
aeantice. Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Ca 

lst Lt. E. J. Mund, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 
2nd Lt. A. J. Mathieson, detached MB, 
tne Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

2nd Lt. J. O. Brauer, detached, MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 


Calif. 

2nd Lt. S. S. Ballentine, detached MB, 
Quaettes Va., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
alif. 


2nd Lt. W. C. Purple, detached MB, 
Parris Island, S. C., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif. 


2nd Lt. R. M. Cutts, Jr., detached MB, 
elfen Va., to Department of the Pa- 
cific 


nd Lt. J. H. N. Hudnall, detached MB, 

NAS. Lakehurst, N. J., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif. 

2nd Lt. C. S. Forbell, Jr., detached MB, 
NAS, Lakehurst, N. J., to MCB, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif. 

Q. M. Clk. C. P. Lancaster, detached 
headquarters Marine Corps, Washington, 
D. C., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 


March 3 1926 


Cok C. C. Carpenter, retired. 

Capt. J. H. Fay, detached MB, NAD, 
Fort Mifflin, Pa., to MB, NOB, Hampton 
Roads, Va. 


March 4, 1926 


Col. R. S. Hooker, detached MB, NS, 
St. Thomas, V. L, to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Maj. W. N. Hiil, detached Headquar- 
ters Central Recruiting Division, Chicago, 
Ill., to MB, NS, St. Thomas, V. I. 

Maj. J. D. Murray, detached MB, Nyd, 
Mare Island. Calif., to Headauarters Ma- 
rine Corps, Washington, dD. G 

Ist Lt. W. J. Mosher, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to RS, Nyd, Philadelphia, 


Pa. 
- March 5, 1926 

ist Lt. A. Galt, detached ist Brigade, 
Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va. 

The following were appointed second 
lieutenants and assigned to duty at the 
Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Norfolk, 
Virginia. 

James A. Donohue 


Granville K: Frisbie 
Donald M. Hamilton 
Matthew C. Horner 
Lawrence Norman 
Earl H. Phillips 
Paul A. Putnam 
James M. Ranck 
Presley M. Rixey 
Laramie D. Snead 


March 6, 1926 
No orders were announced. 


March 8, 1926 


Maj. C. J. E. Guggenheim, retired, as- 
signed to active duty at the Naval Sta- 
tion, St. Thomas, V. I. 

Capt. J. J. Haley, retired. 

Capt. R. W. Willianis, retired. 

The following named officers have been 
promoted to the grades indicated: 


Maj. N. C. Bates 
Capt. J. N. Pooham 
Capt. E. J. Mund 
Capt. L. H. Brown 
Capt. R. E. Mills 
Ist Lt. B. L. Bell 
lst Lt. V. E. Megee 


March 9, 1926 


Col. H. C. Snyder, detached ist Brigade, 
Haiti. to MB, Nyd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

2nd Lt. . W. Davis. detached MB, 
Washington, D. C., to MB, Parris Island, 


S. C. 

Upon the reporting of the First Bat- 
Fifth Regiment, at Guantanamo 
Bay, Cuba, the First Separate Battalion 
will be transferred to the Marine Bar- 
racks, Quantico, Va. 


The following named officers are at- 
tached to the First Separate Battalion: 


Maj. A. Racicot , 
Capt. W. F. Becker 


Capt. J. F. McVey 


,tico, Va., 


Twenty-nine 


Capt. E. L. Pelletier 
Ist Lt. R. C. Battin 
lst Lt. F. C. Biebush 
lst Lt. W. P. Leutze 
2nd Lt. A. T. Hunt 
QM. Clk. J. E. Reamy 


March 10, 1926 
No orders were announced. 


March 11, 1926 


Lt. Col. H. D. South, detached Gendar- 
merie d’Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Ist Lt. C. D. Baylis, detached MB, Parris 
anne, 8. C., to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, 


a. 

Ist Lt. W. W. Wensinger, detached MB, 
NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H., to MB, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

2nd Lt. A. W. Ellis, detached MB, Quan- 
to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Pay C Cik. W. D. Huston, detached Head- 
quarters Dept. of the Pacific to MCB, NOB, 


San Diego. a = 
Pay Clk Wood, retired. 


March 12, 1926 
Maj. J. - detached MB, NAS, Lake- 
to 


hurst, N. Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C. 

Maj. Racicot, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to MB, NAS, Lakehurst, N. J. 

Capt. C. P. Gilchrist, detached First 
areeaee, Haiti, to Headquarters Marine 
Sorps. . 

Ist Lt. T. McK. Schuler, detached First 
Brigade, Haiti, to Headquarters Marine 
Corps. 

ist Lt. E. B. Moore, detached MB, AL, 
Peking, China, to Department of the 
Pacific. 

2nd Lt. R. O. Bare, detached MB, NS, 
Cavite, P. I., to MB, Al, Peking, China. 


March 13, 1926 
No orders were announced. 


March 15, 1926 


Capt. C. P. Gilchrist, relieved from de- 
tail as an Assistant Quartermaster. 

Qm. Clk. W. J. Gray, detached First 
Brigade, Haiti, to MB, Quantico, Va. 
March 16, 1926 


Col. M. Babb, detached MB, Quantico, 
Va., to First Brigade, Haiti. 

ist Lt. C. D. -~_ ~~ detached MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Va., to First Brigade, 


Haiti. 

2nd Lt. G. F. ons Jr., detached MB, 
Parris Island, S. . to First Brigade, 
Haiti. 


detached Head- 
to First Brigade, 


2nd Lt. M. H. Mizell, 
—_— Marine Corps, 


Hait 

— Clk. W. A. Warrell, detached Depot 
of Supplies, Philadelphia, Pa., to First 
Brigade, Haiti. 


NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 


CHAUMONT—Arrived Mare Island 26 
January for overhaul. Will sail from 
San Francisco 16 March for Manila, via 
Honolulu and Guam on the following 
itinerary. Arrive Honolulu 23 March, 
leave 25 March, arrive Guam 5 April, leave 
8 April, arrive Manila 13 April, leave 20 
April, arrive Shanghai 24 April, leave 29 
April, arrive Honolulu 11 May. leave 13 
May, arrive San Francisco 19 May. Will 
sail from San Francisco again on 2 June 
for Honolulu, Guam and Manila. 

HENDERSON—Sailed from Charleston 
7 March for Guantanamo. Due Guan- 
tanamo 10 March, leave 11 March, arrive 
Port au Prince 12 March, leave 15 March, 
arrive Quantico 19 March, leave 20 March, 
arrive Hampton Roads 21 March. Will 
sail from Hampton Roads 1 April for the 
West Coast on the following itinerary: — 
Arrive Canal Zone 8 April, leave 1@ April, 
arrive San Diego 20 April, leave 22 April. 
arrive San Pedro 22 April, leave 23 April, 
arrive San Francisco, 24 April, leave 5 
May, arrive Canal Zone 16 May, leave 18 
May, arrive Hampton Roads 25 May. 

KITTERY—Sailed San Juan 4 March 
for Hampton Roads. Due Hampton Roads 
9 March. Will sail from Hampton Roads 
on 1 April for the West Indies. 

ORION—At Navy Yard Norfolk. Will 
be placed out of commission about 30 
April, 1926. 

SIRIUS—Arrived Brooklyn, N. Y., 27 
February. Will sail from New York about 
8 March, arrive Boston 9 March, sail 15 
March, arrive Melville 16 March, sail 18 
March, arrive Hampton Roads 19 March. 
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List of First Sergeants Arranged Ac- 
cording to Seniority 


1926. 


Name. Date of appointment. 
Franklin, Joseph J.-—January 25, 1907. 
Dininger, Henry F.—January 20, 1915. 
Burdick, Bernie—May 3, 1916. 

Kelly, Patrick F.—June 15, 1916. 
Baust, Walter E.—July 7, 1916. 
Pilotte, Frank, Jr.—October 2, 1916. 
Arnold, Ernest—-November 16, 1916. 

. Ahl, Lawrence W.—April 3, 1917. 
. Ennis, Harry—aApril 3, 1917. 

. Mohr, Philip W.—April 28, 1917. 
11. Quigley, William—April 30, 1917. 
12. Campion, George T.—May 31, 1917. 
13. Krieger, Edgar C.—July 19, 1917. 
14. Roos, Otto N.—August 21, 1917. 
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15. Vaughan, Johnnie C.—August 21, 1917." 


16. Norman, Fred—August 22, 1917. 
17. Crum, John O.—August 28, 1917. 
18. Brudna, John—September 6, 1917. 
19. Hanford, C. O.—November 12, 1917. 
20. DeBoo, Michael—January 24, 1918. 
21. Plumadore, Jos. A.—January 30, 1918. 
22. Lynch, Patrick J.—February 20, 1918. 
23. Sibert, Willard W.—February 20, 1918. 
24. Schwab, Henry W.—March 23, 1918. 
25. Fachman, Chester A.—March 29, 1918. 
26. Cataldo, George—March 29, 1918. 
7. Huron, Nelson—April 1, 1918. 
28. Busch, Frank R.—April 10, 1918. 
2¥. Noble, Stewart W.—April 15, 1918. 
30. Hattaway, M. DeW.—April 18, 1918. 
31. Miller, John—May 6, 1918. 
32. Black, Jere—May 7, 1918. 
33. Harrah, Earl C.—May 13, 1918. 
34. Neidle, Barnett—June 5, 1918. 
35. Richard, Harry—June 28, 1918. 
36. Showman, Charles S.—July 19, 1918. 
37. Sipes, Edwin C.—July 30, 1918. 
38. Siegrist, Norman B.—August 2, 1918. 
39. Wooton, John A.—August 28, 1918. 
40. McCune, Harry W.—October 19, 1918. 
41. O'Hare, William J.—October 23, 1918. 
42. Adams, Birl F.—October 23, 1918. 
43. Siegenthaler, Fred—October 25, 1918. 
44. Barrick, William B.—October 28, 1918. 
45. Nelson, Charles A.—November 1, 1918. 
46. Knaggs, Sam'l E.—November 1, 1918. 
47. Bednawski, W.—November 15, 1918. 
48. Ericksen, Ole E.—November 18, 1918. 
49. Lycan, Charles L.—December 1, 1918. 
50. Rothstein, Nathan—February 21, 1919. 
51. McKenzie, Wm. L.—February 24, 1919. 
52. Coleman, Joseph L.—March 3, 1919. 
53. Klehm, Charles G.—March 13, 1919. 
54. Mark, John W., Jr.—April 24, 1919. 
55. Cashman, Francis B.—May 14, 1919. 
56. White, Charles A.—June 4, 1919. 
57. Burns, William—July 1, 1919. 
58. Remington, H. S.—August 11, 1919. 
59. Conn, Ernest S.—September 2, 1919. 
60. Poland, Otto—September 2, 1919. 
61. Newgarde, H. S.—September 24, 1919. 
62. Graham, W. H.—November 18, 1919. 
63. Kelleher, J. P.—November 25, 1919. 
64. Lough, Cecil C.—November 26, 1919. 
65. McKinney, H. D.—December 1, 1919. 
66. Gough, George E.—December 8, 1919. 
67. Goble, Albert J.—December 9, 1919. 
68. Butt, Charles R.—January 1, 1920. 
69. Consondine, A. R—January 5, 1920. 
70. Bailey, Robert—January 6, 1920. 
71. Steele, Arthur H.—January 20, 
72. Lane, James R.—February 13, 
73. Ashby, Dell L.—February 20, 1920. 
74. Hartman, Harvey—February 27, 1920. 
* 75. Diekerson, Percy J.—March 1, 1920. 
76. Gooding, Clinton R.—March 3, 1920. 
77. Safley, William E.—March 9, 1920. 
78. Cummins, Henry—March 11, 1920. 
79. Stepanof, Charles A.—March 22, 1920. 
80. Mullen, Edward A.—April 6, 1920. 























81. Rider, William—April 16, 1920. 

82. Sikorski, Michael A.—April 27. 1920. 
83. Novick, Frank P.—May 1, 1920. 

84. Carroll, William H.—May 9, 1920. 

85. Blay Ruben—May 11, 1920. 

86. Green, Dennis W.—May 12, 1920. 

87. Joy, John—May 18, 1920. 

88. O'Neil, Edward J.—May 19, 1920. 

89. Simmons, Clarence—May 25. 1920. 


90. Stock, Robert R.—May 26, 1920. 

91. McHugh, John—June 1, 1920. 

92. Glenn, Harry—June 22, 1920. 

93. Brosnan, Daniel W.—July 1, 1920. 

$4. Knudson, Einar S. C.—July 1, 1920. 
95. Banta, Sheffield M.—July 23. 1920. 
96. O'Connor, Charles S.—July 27, 1920. 
97. Williams, Donald E.—July 29, 1920. 
98. Abbott, Arthur E.—August 1, 1920. 
99. Hurst, Harry E.—August 17, 1920. 
100. Peterman, C. L.—August 23, 1920. 
101. McNear, Larrel B.—August 25, 1920. 
102. Quirk, Alfred—September 1, 1920. 
103. Meibos, Lynn—September 3, 1920. 
104, Reardon, Michael—September 9, 1920. 





105. 
106. 
107. 
108. 
109. 
110. 


112. 


119. 


149. 


SONIA mdr OG 


5. Couture, Albert—July 3, 4 
3. McFellin, James A.—July 5, 1922. 

7. Wilson, James L.—July 15, 1922. 

. Morrell, John M.—August 24, 1922. 

. Burns, F. G.—September 23, 1922. 

. Edwards, G. R.—September 27, 1922. 
. Lecky, Robert—September 27, 1922. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


Ostrom, A. W.—September 15, 1920. 
Mathison, Olof—October 1, 1920. 
Cryts, Bennie—October 9, 1920. 
Mack, George F.—October 11, 1920. 
Pince, William—October 15, 1920. 
Martz, Frank—October 21, 1920 


. Bjornstad, Peter S.—October 25, 1920. 
Wright, Frank W.—October 26, 1920. 
3. Horn, August—November 20, 1920. 

. Palwick, Joseph 
5. Pyne, Henry 
3. Layman, Jos. McB. 
. Dietz, Cecil M.—December 1, 1920. 


November 22, 
M.—November 23, 








. Kenney, C. E,—December 10, 1920. 
Manning, Jos. E.—January 1, 1921. 
. Berry, Bert R.—January 1, 1921. 


. Darmond, James M.—January 1, 1921. 

. Simond, R. J.—January 12, 

. McCullough, J. J.—January 16, 1921. 

. Stokes, Uley O.—January 19, 1921. 

25. Feustel, C. D.—January 20, 

. Duke, Jesse D.—January 22, 1921. 

7. Hemphill, J. F.—January 26, 1921. 

. Rhawn, H. W.—February 18, 1921. 

. Zalanka, E. J. J.—February 18, 1921. 

. Welsh, James C.—March 8, 1921. 

. Watts, 

2. Curcey, 

3. Welshhans, Nathan I.—March 18, 1921. 

. Verdier, 

. Hartmann, Peter W.—April 8, 1921. 

. Wood, Samuel H.—April 9, 

. Smith, William H.—April 16, 1921. 

. Atkinson, Bennie C.—April 18, 1921. 

¥y. Brown, James R.—May 1, 1921. 

. Jenkins, Clyde H.—May 1, 1921., 

. Bertol, Louis N.—June 10, 1921. 

2. Jordan, James J.—June 18, 

. Lockwood, Charles A.—June 21, 1921. 

. Fritsche, William F.—June 21, 1921. 

5. Dessau, Bertram J.—June 27, 1921. 

5. Walcutt Frank—July 13, 
. McArthur, Glen M.—August 15, 1921. 

. Shoush, Frank—August 30, 1921. 


1921. 


1921. 


Brent S.—March 8, 1921. 
Leonard—March 17, 1921. 


Frank—aApril 7, 1921. 


1921. 


1921. 


1921 


Huebner, Wm.—September 12, 1921. 


. Buck, Joseph E.—September 24, 1921. 
. Kuebel, Ed. P.—September 24, 1921. 


Davis, Charles—November 5, 1921. 


Joyce, Charles N.—November 10, 1921. 


Shepard, H. J.—November 10, 1921. 
Clark, Harry—January 6, 1922. 


. Luffe, Philip—February 15, 1922. 

. Bowen, Lee T.—April 7, 1922. 

. Kase, George W.—May 1.1922. 

. Wilkins, Ford E.—May 10, 1922. 

. Harrmann, Charles W.—May 11, 1922. 
. Crowell, Harold L—June 1, 1922. 

. Twohig, Jeremiah—June 16, 


1922. 
Blake, Joseph M.—June 21, 1922. 
Brenchley, Harry G.—June 26, 1922. 


1922 


Peden, Jos. W.—September 27, 1922. 


Young, Matthew J.—October 10, 1922. 


Woltring, L. T.—November 1, 1922. 
Watson, T. S.—November 13, 1922. 
Francis, Al. F.—November 15, 1922. 
Anderson, H. V.—December 7, 1922. 
Smith, G. O.—December 7, 1922 


Armstrong, W. H.—January 11, 1923. 


Brown, Cc. L.—February 10, 1923. 
Kaeshamer M.—February 15, 1923. 


. Knittle, Joseph W.—March 1, 1923. 


Hansen, Hans M.—April 19, 1923. 


. Thomas, Frank—April 19, 1923. 


Straub, Pius—April 19, 1923. 
Hanrahan, Frank M.—April 19, 1923. 
3. 


. Zirwes, Charles—April 20, 192 

. Gould, Cyril A.—April 23, 1923. 

. Mullis, Fred—April 27, 1923. 

- Romer, John P., Jr.—May 1, 1923. 

- Karchner, George B.—June 12, 1923. 
- Woods, William H.—July 12, 1923. 

. Allen, 
- Montague, James B.—July 17, 1923. 

- Meilleur, Albert C.—August 1, 1923. 

-. Hartkopf, Albert C.—August 8, 1923. 
- Donaghu, Allen R.—August 14, 1923. 
. Case, Charles W.—August 18, 1923. 

. Stephenson, F. H.—December 1, 1923. 
. Bellisle, F. A.—December 1, 1923. 

- Abbott, Neil W.—December 4, 1923. 

- Burns, Harry T.—December 10, 1923 
. Laswell, C. W.—December 11, 1923 
. Carrick, Albert K.—December 14, 1923. 
. DeWees, 
. Dudley, R. 
. Bucklin, B. W.—February 11, 1924. 

. DeWald, Wm. J.—February 19. 1924. 

. Rowe, Ellwyn C.—March 6, 1924. 

. Harrmann, William W.—April 5, 1924. 
. Johnson, Josiah D.—April 24, 1924. 

. Woyshner, Paul—April 24, 1924 
. Snead, Laramie D.—May 9, 


John—July_ 12, 1923 


Cc. J.—December 14, 1923. 
H.—December 14, 1923. 


1924. 


. Whitney, Curtis O.—May 19, 1924. 
. Harter, George A.—May 20, 1924. 


1920. 
1920. 
December 1, 1920. 
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216. Goodwin, Francis J.—May 28, 1924. 
217. Grady, Gerald F.—July 2, 1924. 
218. Elmblade, Ralph C.—July 21, 1924. 
219. Bugbee, Alvin R.—July 21, 1924. 
220. Conners, Benjamin L.—July 22, 1924. 
221. Davis, Jeff B.—August 1, 1924. 
222. Morris, Joseph L.—August 4, 1924. 
223. Melson, Charles F.—August 16, 1924. 
224. Wooll, Ernest A.—August 28, 1924. 
225. Cox, E. R.—September 20, 1924. ° 
226. Hopcroft, Earl E.—September 20, 1924. 
227. Paul, Willlam—September 22, 1924. 
228. Tobin, Patrick H.—September 23, 1924. 
229. Nagazyna, John J.—October 15, 1924. 
230. Luck, Albert T.—October 16, 1924. 
231. Fry, Robert G.—November 1, 1924. 
232. Kurtz, Morris K.—November 1, 1924. 
233. Schoenfeld, K. F. E..—November 1, 1924. 
234. Parrick, S. E..—November 19, 1924. 
235. Pigg, William H.—November 19, 1924. 
236. McCullough, T. L.—November 20, 1924. 
237. Brown, James M.—December 5, 1924. 
238. Beck, George A.—December 18, 1924. 
239. Branson, George W.—January 1, 1925. 
240. Hale, John S.—January 10, 1925. in 
241. Hockman, Joseph I.—February 2, 1925. 
242. Hancock, William V.—March 1, 1925. 
243. Bruce, Thomas G.—May 11, 1925. 
244. Seufert, Henry A.—June 23, 1925. 
245. Clark, Herbert W.—July 11, 1925. 
246. Anderson, William—July 22, 1925. 
247. Macauley, William J.—July 28 1925. 
248. Skelton, Paul R.—July 30, 1925. as 
249. Chandler, Paul G.—September 14, 1925. 
250. Filipowicz, J. D.—September 14, 1925. 
251. Kurtz, Bernard J.—September 28. 1925. 
252. Conway, James—October 10, 1925. x 
253. McGarvey, Jos. T.—November 10, 1925. 
254. Fitzgerald-Brown, John rena 
. vo. 
255. Teorey, Robert W.—December 1, 1925. 
256. Rousseau, Eugene—December 4, 1925. 
257. Hauptman, Carl—December 7, 1925. 
258. Hines, Lewis C.—December 12, 1925. 
259. Lutes, Arthur—December 15, 1925. 
260. Coulbourn, John W., Jr.—December 
17, 1925. 
261. Marx, John H.—January 1, 1926. a 
262. Roehrig, Archibald—January 1, 1926. 
263. Rasmussen, Hans O.—January 8. 1926. 
264. Adams, Omer C.—January 20, 1926. | 
265. Anderson, Adolph J.—February 2, 1926. 














RESERVE COMMISSIONS 


The following named officers have re- 
ceived commissions in the Marine Corps 
Reserve as shown: 


Maj. Ralph L. Schiesswohl; Maj. David 
Duncan; Capt. Guy M. Lewis; Ist Lieut. 
Edward T. Van Deusen; ist Lieut. Harry 
B. Wherenberg; ist Lieut. Thomas C. 
Comstock; Ist Lieut. Carl A. Janson; Ist 
Lieut. Chester J. Peters; 1st Lieut. Lewis 
B. Stuart; Maj. Louis E. Timmerman; Maj. 
James F. Rorke; ist Lieut. Raymond W. 
Conroy; Capt. Edward P. Simmons; Capt. 
Leslie R. Smith; Capt. John J. Flynn; Ist 
Lieut. Windsor B. W. Stroup; Capt. Frank 
Cc. Myers; Capt. Frank M. Gross; Capt. 
John Ayrault; Maj. Russell W. Duck; 
Capt. Harry G. Fortune; ist Lieut. Wil- 
liam R. Sheets; ist Lieut. Frederick W. 
Hopkins; and Capt. Alfred H. Branham. 





PERSONAL CHANGES 


Fourteen probationary second lieu- 
tenants of the Marine Corps will be ex- 
amined at their stations April 5 for re- 
adjustment of relative rank. They are: 
Samuel K. Burd, Lenard B. Creswell, Ar- 
thur W. Ellis, William A. Hamilton, Jr., 
Alexander W. Kreiser, St. Julien R. Mar- 
tin, Thomas C. Perrin, Kenneth B. Chap- 
pell, Le Page Cronmiller, Jr., Edwin C. 
Ferguson, Walter I. Jordan, Thomas J. 
McQuade, Robert B. Payne and Tilghman 
H. Sanders. In addition to this list, a 
considerable number of Marine Corps offi- 
cers will be examined in June. 

Col. Harold C. Snyder, who has been in 
command of the 2d Regiment of Marines 
in Haiti, will be relieved by Col. Macker 
Babb, who is now on duty as chief of staff 
at marine barracks at Quantico. On his 
return to the United States, Col. Snyder 
will be given a new assignment. It is 
expected that Col. Babb will be succeeded 
by Col. Richard S. Hooker, who is now 
in command of the marine barracks at 
the naval station, St. Thomas, Virgin 
Islands. The latter will be relieved in 
the Virgin Islands by Lieut. Col. Walter 
N. Hill, who is now in charge of the cen- 
tral recruiting division at Chicago. 
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REENLISTMENTS 
oped at Kansas City, 
3-3-2 

a Eugene A., at Detroit, 3-3-2 
Waterman, Frank, at Cleveland, 3- 2-26. 
Darmond, James M., at Port au Prince 
-20-26. 

Kirchhefer, Paul, at Quantico, 3-1-: 
Mead, Ellis A., at Quantico, 2-27-: 
Tenney, Brice, at Quantico, 3-1-2 


Orville U., 





Walker, Fred E., at Norfolk, 3-2-26. 

Jenkins, Christmas E., at Philadelphia, 
3-1-26. 

Shawen, Archie D., at Cumberland, 
3-1-26. 


Midde adore Herman N., at San Fran- 
cisco, 2-23-2 

Stratton, 
2-20-26. 

Apple, Carl, at San Francisco, 2-26-26, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. ; 

Mathis, Jennings B., at San Francisco, 
2-24-26. 

Foley, Thomas J., at Cincinnati, 3-5-26, 
for MB, S. Charleston, W. a. 

Stagens, William W., at Peoria, 3-3-26, 
for West Coast. 

Dexter, Ralph M. D., at Fort Wayne, 
3-6-26, for MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Krumpholtz, William G., at Des Moines, 
3-5-26, for MB. San Diego, Calif. 

Carney, Francis M., at we oN 3-1-26, 
for MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

Murrell, Thomas R., at Quantico, 3-6-26, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

Hyde, William H., at Syracuse, 3-9-26, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

Scanlon, Clarence E., at 
3-9-26, for Haiti. 

Griffin, Wilfred R., at Detroit, 3-5-26, 
for West Coast. 

Sharpnack, Walter N., 


"Archie E., at Sacramento, 


Worcester, 


te, Dayton, 3-8-26, 


for MB, Parris Island, c 
Krohn, Allen L., at Ne w York, 3-8-26 
for MB, Parris Island, Cc. 


Smith, Robert C. w ashington, 3-6-26, 
for Virgin Islands. 

Clark, Jones H., at Parris Island, 3-3-26, 
oor MB, Parris Island, Ss. C. 

Mathis, William H., at Baltimore, 
2-20-26, for MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

O’Rourke, Michael J., Baltimore, 
2-18-26, for MB, Philadeiphia, 

Morin, Alfred, at St. Paul, 2 -20- 26, for 
MB, San Diego, Calif. 

Myers, Marion E., at Tulsa, 2-19-26, for 
MB, San Diego, Calif. 

Ritchie, Floyd S., at Kansas City, 
2-19-26, for MB, San Diego, Calif. 

Bruce, Roy H., at Dallas, 2-19-26, for 
MB, New Orleans, La. 

Thomas, Thomas C., at New Orleans, 
2-16-26, for MB, New Orleans, La. 

Dennis, Herbert W., at Cape Haitien, 
2-6-26, for Const., Cape Haitien 

Hall, Willis E., at Norfolk, 2- -20- 26, for 
MB, Norfolk, Va. 

Mitchell, William B., at Parris Island, 
2-14-26, for MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

Sugar, Max, at Baltimore, 2-24-26, 
MB, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dryden, Thomas E., at Oakland, 2-15-26, 
for MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

Parenti, Joseph, at San Diego, 2-15- 
for MB, San Diego, Calif. 

Scott, Ernest T., at San Francisco, 
2-17-26, for Retg., San yrepeece, Calif. 

Whitney, George F., at Oakland, 2-13-26, 
for MB, San Diego, Calif. 

Pursell, Henry H., at Kansas City, 
2-23-26, for MB, Fort Mifflin. 

Beller, Ernest E., at New _ Orleans, 
2-23-26, for MB, New Orleans, La. 

Hembree, Earl V., at Memphis, 2-23-26, 
for MB, Charleston, S. 

Seitzinger, Russell F., at New Orleans, 
2-23-26, for ‘MB, New Orleans, La. 


for 


ro 


6, 





RESERVE ASSIGNMENTS 


The following men have been assigned 
to Class III, Marine Corps Reserve: 

Arthur Mangum; Ben O. Cox; Torleif 
E. Eriksen; Robert C. Smith; Ray Hinton; 
George H. James; Henry W. Keeler; Paul 
W. Kegerize; John E. Leach; Clarence I. 
Lewis; Roy N. McCorvey; Ollie L. Malone; 
Johan Olsen; Edgar Peadorvilte: Floyd H. 
Poore; Winfree G. Redford; Wilson 5S. 
Smith; Joseph N. Sostoski; Zeb V. Griffin; 
William Hardcastle; Uril S. Holladay; 
Sydney Leach; Clarence F. Meyer; San- 
ford L. Mize; Archie B. Newton; LaVern 
A. Peck; John C. Shaw; Max Sugar; 
Francis P. Tanner; Wiley D. Yandle; 
Walter H. Anton; Fabian S. Bergman; 
Thomas M. Bradley; William W. Chapple; 
James L. Ellis; Francis G. Flaherty; 
James A. Goolsby; George Parrish; Wil- 
liam Sedlacek; George H. Simmons; Peter 
Bevilacqua; Grady R. Berry; John PD. 


Blagden; Walter D. Cox; David Crackel; 
Morris Cry stal; Gandolph DiGangli; Robert 
S. Filipo; William R. Forman; Ralph I. 
Frazier. 
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MARINE CORPS RESERVE ORDERS 


2nd Lt. Leslie R. Smith, MCR, on April 
lst, assigned to active duty for training 
at MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif., and on 
April 15th, relieved from active duty. 

Ist Lt. Kirchhoff, MCR, on April 
lst assigned to active duty for training at 
MB, Nyd, New York, N. Y., and on April 
15th, relieved from active duty. 





RECENT GRADUATES 


2nd Lt. William W. Conway—Bookkeep- 
ing, Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Corp. Charles W. Tomlinson—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Corp. Gordon W. 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Hospital Apprentice, First Class, Leon 
Cc. Rich—Railway Postal Clerk Course. 

Capt. Erwin Mehlinger—Bookkeeping, 
Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Seret. Fra Salesmanship 
Course. 

Sergt. Neil C. Tulloch—Bookkeeping, 
“aan 4 and Auditing Course. 

Corp. Henry Shepherd—Elementary 
Electrical Engineering Course. 

Corp. John F. McCauley—Plumbing and 
Steamfitting Course. 

Corp. Joseph Nantais—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Mr. Harry F. Gadsby—Electrical Ap- 
prentice Course and Practical Telephony 
Course. 

Corp. William  E. 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Pvt., First Class, Charles W. 
Railway Postal Clerk Course. 

Pvt., First Class, Harmon Swinney— 
Railway Postal Clerk Course 

Pvt. Amos Young—Complete Automobile 
Course. 

Pvt. Herman A. Sauer—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. William J. Bryan—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. First Class, John F. Thompson— 
Railway. Postal Clerk Course. 

Mr. Tom F. Williamson—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. John L. Kaspar—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

ist. Lt. Herman R. Anderson—Bookkeep- 
ing, Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Ist Lt. Garrett Cowie—Bookkeeping, 
Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Ist Sergt. Clyde H. Jenkins—Good Eng- 
lish Course. 

Sergt. Charles M. 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Corp. Henry C. Rippell—Complete Auto- 
mobile Course. 

Pvt. Thelston T. Anderson—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Corp. John C. Davis—Bookkeeping and 
Accounting Course. 

Pvt. Kenneth C. Moss—Civil Service 
General Clerical Course. 

Pvt. Onofrio Mollica—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. Carl R. 
Clerk Course. 

Trumpeter Frank 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Pharmacist’s Mate. Second Class, Rus- 
sell C. Myers—Railway Postal Clerk 
Course. 

Capt. Clifton B. Cates—Bookkeeping, 
Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Ist. Lt. John W. Beckett—Bookkeeping, 
Accounting and Auditing Course. 

Pvt. Clayton J. Murphy—Complete Gas 
Engines Course. 

Corp. John E. Hartzell—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt., First Class, Louis Brown—Radio 
Operator's Course. 

Pvt., First Class, Joseph F. Ellison—Sta- 
tionary Fireman’s Course. 

Pvt. Ernest Carothers—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. Roe _ B. Chamberlain—Railway 
Postal Clerk Course. 

Pvt. Jack Taggart—Complete Commer- 
cial Law Course. 

Pvt., First Class, Andy C. Ramsey— 
Commercial Correspondence Course. 

Pvt. Hall Webber—Railway Postal 
Clerk Course. 

Pvt. Burt O. Burrows—Special Poultry 
Course. 


Heritage—Railway 





Wickert—Railway 


Wurst— 


Petrillo—Railway 


Shiner—Railway Postal 


Hornyak—Railway 
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Reg. U. S. Pat. OF. 


WHITE DRESS 
BELT 





The only full quality white leather belt 
being offered the Marine Corps. Made 
from one solid piece of Genuine Cordo- 
van, scientifically bleached snow white. 
Fits regulation plate buckle. State exact 
waist measurement over blouse when 


ordering. 
$3.00 


SEND $1 WITH ORDER, BALANCE C.O.D. 


HABANIX 
LEATHER PRODUCTS CO., 
Toledo, Ohio 

















GUY CURRAN & CO. 


313-19 9th Street, N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


PAA 


POST EXCHANGE GOODS 
OF ALL KINDS 


eres ne 





MODEL LUNCH 


Best Meals in Southeast 


SERVICE TO 
SERVICE MEN 


OPEN 
ALL NIGHT 





Jpposite Marine Barracks 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 
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“There's the new Bill Tyson” 
He's making $6500 a year now 


“See that man behind me—at the table on my right? for a year or so and then brought him into the main office 
That’s Bill Tyson—sales manager for Brooks & Watson. as sales manager. 


“IT used to know him when I was a kid—we went to “He’s getting $6500 a year now and everybody calls him 
grammar school together. ‘the new Bill Tyson.’ It’s a good name too. I’ve never 
“Then his father died and he had to go to work. Got a _ seen such a change in a man in my life. The I. C. S. 
job with Brooks & Watson as a shipping clerk, but couldn’t deserves a lot of credit.” 
seem to get ahead. Finally grew discouraged and settled An International Correspondence Schools course will 
down into the rut—a typical office grind. help you just as it helped Bill Tyson. It will help you 
“Then overnight something seemed to wake him up. He’ to have the happy home—the bigger salary—the com- 
began making suggestions to the firm—helped them to forts that you want for your wife and your family. 
save a great deal of money. For spare-time study is that vital something which 


“Then Old Man Brooks became interested—wanted to makes one man succeed where one hundred fail—that 
know how Bill happened to know so much about the busi- lifts a man out of the rut and makes him a trained worker 
ness. Bill told him he’d been studying at home at nights’ instead of just a “hand.” 
through the International Correspondence Schoo!s. ‘H’m,* One hour a day, spent with the I. C. S. in the quiet of 
said Mr. Brooks, ‘I’ll remember that.’ your own home, will prepare you for the position you 

“He did too. Put Bill out on the road as a salesman want in the work you like best. Put it up to us to prove it! 


ee 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 





INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
sox 5278, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please t e how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X 
j Business Training Courses Technical and Industrial Courses 
| inagement [ ]Salesmansh | []Electrical Engineering []Architect 
) n [Advertising []Electric Lighting []Architect’s Blue Prints 
ati []Better Letter []Mechanical I ( [ ]Contractor and Builder 
igeme [ ]Sh Card Let [ ]Mecl D [ ]Architectural Draftsman 
[1Ste hy and ‘I []Machine Shop P [}Concrete Builder 
unking Law [ ]Business ting [ ]Ra iP []Structural Engineer 
lud , CP \ | }Civi Service | ]Gas Engine Onc | }Chemistry [ ]Pharmacy 
Acc [ ]Railway Mail ¢ |} []Civil Engines [ ]Automobile Work 
[}JCommon School $ | [ ]Surveying and M [jAirplane Engine 
f [JHigh School Sul | [ ] Metallurg [ |Navigation 
[illustrat rc g | []Steam Engine []Agriculture and P 
[ }Rad [ ]Mathe nati 
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Persons residing in Cai q ald 1 ti coup to the Inter f + npondence Sci ls Canadian, Limited Vontreal, Canada 
The International Correspondence Schools are the oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world. 4 
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When it’s evening— 


and your little home resounds with the 
joys of hospitality—when it suddenly 


seems that no other happiness compares 


with receiving and welcoming friends 


—have a Camel! 





WHEN friends come in. 
And you are busy making 
them know their welcome. 
When friendship and hos- 
pitality are the brightest 
joys in all the world—have 
a Camel! 

For no other good thing 
is so widely shared. Camels 
make every true friendship 
truer. There never was a 
cigarette made that put as 
much pleasure into smoking 
and giving smoking plea- 
sure to others as Camels. 
Camels never tire the taste 
or leave a cigaretty after- 
taste. Millions of experi- 
enced smokers just wouldn’t 
buy or offer to others any 
other cigarette but Camels. 

So, this night when friends 
come in to share the warmth 
of your fire and your friend- 
ship—taste then the smoke 
that is friendly to millions. 
You may know you are 
smoking and serving the 
world’s finest cigarette. 

Have a Camel! 








No other cigarette in the world is like Camels. Camels contain the Our highest wish, if you 
choicest Turkish and Domestic tobaccos. The Camel blend is the / a. vee ae te 
triumph of expert blenders. Even the Camel cigarette paper is the ~~ Vien, a them. We invite you to 
finest, made especially in France. Into this one brand of cigarettes . >» compare Comets with 
go all of the experience, all of the skill of the largest tobacco organi- / a ony ey oy e at 
zation in the world. . Sa. Is R. J. Reynolds 
f Tobacco Co. 


Winston-Salem, N. C. 











